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Graymoor Friars now teach the 
Word of God both at home and 
abroad... fulfilling the command of 
Our Lord, “to teach all nations.” 

God’s enemies seek to capture 
the hearts of men for Satan. Mission- 


aries, the friends of God, seek tos 


capture those hearts for Christ. ¢ 

More missionaries mean mare 
Christian hearts to spread petice 
among men. More Christian héarts 
mean more of Christ’s love fn the 


homes of the world. ° 
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TS increase the number of Mis- 
sioparies, the Graymoor Friars have 
expanded their seminary facilities to 

rovide for the education of young 


«men for the priesthood. The friars 


themselves compose the faculty for 
high school and college as they seek 
to supply the most perfect spiritual, 
intellectual and physical foundation 
necessary for this great work. 
More seminarians mean more 
Graymoor Friars. More Friars 
mean more ambassadors of Christ. 


Young men of high school 
or college age are urged to 
use the attached coupon. 


GRAYMOOR FRIARS, l 
GRAYMOOR, GARRISON, NEW YORK 


Please send me without obligation | 
your literature in regard to: | 


OPriesthood [Brotherhood Age........ l 


Name 





Address .... 
City. 
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CHRISTIAN UNITY AND MISSIONS 


This Month 


We ane beginning in 
serial form the biography of the 
beloved Founder of the Society of 
the Atonement—the Very Reverend 
Paul James Francis, S.A. Father 
David Gannon, S.A., the author of 
‘Father Paul of Graymoor” needs no 
introduction to THe Lamp readers. 
For years he has been writing arti 
its pages. In this and the 
ensuing months, Father David will 
tell the captivating story of Fathe 
Paul, his work, his accomplishments, 


cles for 


his holiness, yes, even his human 


failings which were so greatly out 
weighed by wonderful deeds. 
Father David came to Graymoor 
to study for the priesthood in Sep 
1931, at the age of 26. Prior 
to his coming to Graymoor he had 
been on the staff of the Waldorf 
Astoria Hotel in New York City. As 
he himself explains it, “I thought 
seriously of becoming a Trappist, but 


tember, 


once having seen Graymoor and con 
ferring with the captivating and 
magnetic personality that was Father 
Paul, and learning from him of his 
great ideal of the Unity of Christen- 
dom, I became convinced that the 
Society of the Atonement was what 
I had been seeking all my life.” 

Father David was ordained to the 
priesthood at Catholic University of 
America in February, 1939. In June 
of that year he was appointed in 
charge of the Administration Build 
ing at Graymoor and the St. Anthony 
Radio Hour. 

The following year, at his own 
request, Father David was sent to 
work among the Negro people of the 
South at Kinston, North Carolina. He 
labored there for eight years and 
built a Church, Rectory and Con 
vent. When Father David’s health 
broke in 1948 he returned to Gray 
inoor but not for very long. In 
September of that year he left for 
Montour Falls, New York, to super- 
vise a gigantic project, the renova- 
tion of an abandoned Baptist school 
which is today the minor seminary 
of the Society of the Atonement. 


Father David returned to Gray 





Fr. David Gannon, S.A 


moor in the early part of 1950 to add 
another remarkable 
the list of his accomplishments. In 
May he began the task of writing the 
life of Founder. This 
work is, of course, long overdue 


achievement to 


Graymoor’s 
since 
Father Paul died 11 years ago. His 
fascinating and fruitful life has 
earned for him a universal renown 
which has increased with the years. 
The demands for a competent biog 
raphy have been as incessant as they 
‘o do full justice to 
the dignity of the subject called for 
an author of outstanding capabilities. 
This work called for one who had 
been an intimate associate of Father 
Paul and who could transmit his 
spirit and vision. It also called for 
adequate theological equipment, apt 
historical sense, as well as an attrac- 
tive literary style. With that discern- 
ment that goes with the grace of his 
office, our Father General perceived 
all these qualities in Father David 
Gannon, and, accordingly, assigned 
him to this work. Having read the 
book, we personally feel that this 
choice was eminently justified. 

The book has received the highest 
praise from literary critics. 

Dr. G. Paul Butler, who reviewed 
the book for the New York Mirror 
stated under date of June 10th “a 
book of hope and faith in days of 
fear is ‘Father Paul of Graymoor.’ 
Father David Gannon caught the 
spirit of the man. Cardinal Spellman 
has written a penetrating foreword 
reminiscent of the importance of St. 
Francis of Assisi as a champion of 
human liberty in whose footsteps 
Father Paul followed.” 


were numerous. 
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Invoke Saint Anthony 
in Your Need 


St. Anthony’s fame as a restorer of 
lost things, as comforter of the afflict- 
ed, as a helper in necessities, and as 
a continuous worker of miracles has 
grown from day to day. 

Here at Graymoor we receive hun- 
dreds of petitions to be prayed for in 
the Perpetual Novena at St. Anthony's 
Shrine, Zid it is notable from the let- 
ters of thanksgiving which come to us 
that a great number of favors are 
granted. There is no better way one 
can show appreciation for favors re- 
ceived through St. Anthony’s inter- 
cession than by contributing to the 
support of our poor students. Hu- 
manly speaking, our main reliance, 
next to Divine Providence, for the 
wherewithal to pay the bills for their 
support is the alms contributed by 
Saint Anthony’s Clients. 

We will be glad to receive petitions 
for remembrance in the Perpetual 
Novena to St. Anthony at Graymoor. 
A new Novena begins every Tuesday. 
Address: 


FRANCISCAN FRIARS 
OF THE ATONEMENT 


GRAYMOOR, GARRISON, NEW YORK 
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Illustrations 
Dear Father, 

Enclosed is money order for $2.00 
for renewal of my subscription to Txt 
Lamp, hoping that it may perk up a 
bit and be more interesting. 

Could you not suppress those very 
amateurish full page illustrations and 
give us more good reading matter. 
And is printers’ ink so cheap that we 
must have two pages and a half of 
it in one number? 

France manages to publish yearly 
a quantity of good Catholic literature: 
why not the U.S.A.? 

And what about translation? Ame 
ican readers might like to read about 
Guy de Fontgallant and _ the little 
children of La Salette. 

However I am not an editor, only 
a reader. May I say how much | 
appreciate the work your society is 
doing among the Japanese here in 
Canada. Beatrice Mann 

Quebec, Canada 
Extra Copies 
Dear Father, 

May I take the liberty of introduc- 
ing myself to you as the Editor of a 
Catholic monthly called Kudumba 
Deepam alias the light of the family. 
It is over 20 vears since we began 
running it. Now we would like to 
improve the paper to suit the taste of 
modern times and for this we would 
like to get you valuable help. A copy 
of vour esteemed paper, THE Lamp, 
we know would help us much. Hence 
we would appreciate it if you would 
kindly arrange with any of your 
readers to remail their paper after 
reading it. 

Invoking the blessing of Our Lord 
on vou and hoping that you would 
render us the help which we badly 
need, and thanking you in anticipation. 

Fr. Colombiere, T.0.C.D. 
Editor: Kudumba Deepam 
Thevara, Emakulam. S. India 


Blanshard 
Dear Father. 

In your June issue you took Blan- 
shard over the coals for his continued 
misrepresentation of the Church and 
Catholic teachings. But I wonder if 
you weren't wasting good time and 
good magazine space. It seems to me 
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that you were, even though the 
editorial is good. 

I say this because | believe that the 
people who read THe Lamp don't 
read Blanshard and the people who 
read Blanshard don't read THe Lamp 
So, really, aren't you battling wind 
mills? Michael Hurley 

Cohoes, N. 
Book Review 
Dear Father, 

I most emphatically do not agree 
with your review of the Left Hand of 
God. For instance you say that you 
like—and, therefore, I assume, recom 
mend it. Well, 1 read the Left Hand 
of God and thought it impossible and 
fantastic. 1 don’t believe that anyone, 
except possibly an ex-seminarian who 
had almost finished his studies and 
had come very close to ordination, 
could get away with the deception. 
And I don’t think the book should 
have received any kind of a recom 
mendation. The sacrilege involved in 
Carmody’s imitating the Holy Mass 
and hearing confessions, and giving 
what the poor Chinese of the mission 
think is Holy Communion, is sickening 
and revolting. 

But I am glad to see that you are 
reviewing books not only from Catho- 
lic publishers but from others as well. 
Keep it up and best wishes. 

Michael Laverty 
Helena, Mont. 
Astrology 
Dear Father, 

E.J. Keegan’s article on Astrology 
interested me very much. I gave it to 
a non-Catholic friend of mine who 
looks upon Astrology almost as a re- 
ligion. What good it will do, I don’t 
know, but I pray that it will have some 
effect. Mary Troy 

San Francisco, Calif. 
Dear Editor: 

You have a very fine magazine 
Tue Lamp always was such. | hope 
you won't try to glamorize it. 

Please keep the Franciscan simpli- 
city of Father Paul. Advisor 

St. Therese Mission Circle 








Father 
Atonem 








Beginning the life story of Fr. Paul 
James Francis, S.A., Founder of the Society 
of the Atonement and the Chair of Unity 
Octave, noted convert, powerful missioner 
whose work left a deep impression 
on the Catholic Church in America and 
in the mission fields. Read of the early 
days at Graymoor when he lived in a 
leaking paint shop and said his Office in 
rubber boots, holding an umbrella over 
his head. Written by Fr. David of the 
Society of the Atonement who for many 


years was intimately associated with Fr. Paul 


Atonement, Inc. All rights reserved no part of this book may be 








PROLOGU tA 
s uls spiritual children 


slept on the Mount of the Atonement in the early hours 
of Thursday, February 8, 1940, the Angel of Death came 
unexpectedly into a humble monastic cell for the beautiful 
soul of Father Paul James Francis in the seventy-eighth 
vear of his life. Awakened by pain preceding the fatal 
heart attack, he quietly called for the assistance of the 
lay Brother infirmarian who occupied the adjoining cell. 
\ few minutes later he received from the hands of a Friar 
Priest the last rites of the Church. The resident physician 
of Graymoor was also in attendance, but despite all that 
medical science could do Father Paul was pronounced 
dead at 4 a.m. He died as serenely as he had lived. 
The Founder of the Society of the Atonement, the ardent 
Devotee of the suffering Christ, the magnanimous Knight 
 Heaven’s Queen, to whom he gave a new tith—Ouw 
Lady of the Atonement, the Founder of the Church Unity 
Octave. the eminent Convert to Catholicism, the Co- 
founder of the Catholic Near East Welfare Association 
the indefatigable Laborer for the world-wide missions of 
the Church, the loyal Defender of the Papacy. the tireless 


Father Paul of Graymoor is published by Macmillan Company, New York. $4.00. Copyright 1951 by Friars 
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Worker for the reunion of Christendom, the great Lover 
of Poverty, the Champion of the poor, the Priestly Priest 
par excellence, now belonged to the ages. His life was 


>] one of deep faith, persevering prayer and efficacious 
} penance; in his every word and act he strove to elevate 


the supernatural life of the world. 

Numbed by grief, the Spiritual Sons of Father Paul, 
Friar Priests and Friar Brothers, knelt that morning out 
side his tiny cell in prayer. The full consciousness of what 
had so suddenly transpired had not dawned upon them. 
Only yesterday, Ash Wednesday, they had heard him 
speak at the Ave Maria radio hour. The subject of his 
sermon was Purgatory. Last evening he had mingled with 
the Community during the recreation hour. As was his 
custom, he interrupted the joviality at the half hour to 
recite the De Profundis for the souls of the faithful de- 
parted. Now they were repeating the same De Profundis 
for the peace of his immortal soul. 

The slow tolling of the Monastery bells awakened the 
young students in St. John’s Seminary across the monastery 
quadrangle. Having heard the sad news, they made their 
way to the student chapel to pray for the soul of their 
Father, Friend and Benefactor. They loved this gentle 
Priest who graciously opened the doors of the Graymoor 
seminary to every worthy boy, however poor, desiring 
to become a priest. 

The tolling of the bells awakened the Sisters of the 
Atonement in their Convent at the foot of the mountain. 
For their well being he had always shown a deep solici- 
tude. With their Foundress, Mother Lurana, he had 
planned the Society of the Atonement. Before the altar 
on which daily he celebrated Holy Mass for them they, 
too, gathered in prayer. 

The tolling of the bells awakened more than one hun- 
drer homeless men in St. Christopher's Inn halfway down 
the mountain. For forty years Father Paul had given food, 
clothing and shelter to thousands of homeless men like 
the ones who heard the bells that morning. He called 
these hungry, shabby, weary, unwanted men Brothers 
Christopher (Christ Bearers); and with them, regardless 
of race, creed or color, he shared every spiritual and 
material gift the Giver of all good gifts gave to him. In the 
chapel of the Inn thev prayed for this strange man who 
helped them and asked no questions. Many were the 
occasions when the Inn was taxed bevond its capacity. 
During the economic depression whichwbegan in 1929, 
and which deprived men of the opportunity of earning 
their daily bread, bills for food and fuel mounted higher 
each day: but no one was ever turned away. To a dis- 
tressed hookkeeper he would say: “Do not worry; the 
never-failing Providence of Almighty God will take care 
of the bills.” Father Paul kent faith with God and that 
faith was always rewarded. From one source or another 
the monev alwavs came to pay the bills. Every time 
he was told that there was a certain clique of professional 
“hohnes” abusing his charitv. he said: “I would rather be 
fooled by a hundred men than run the risk of turning one 
worthy man away. Let God he the Tudge of men’s motives.” 
The homeless men who heard the monastery bells tolling 
that morning, as Graymoor was steeped in sorrow, knew 
that they had lost a friend, an apostle of charity who could 
pierce through dishonored humanitv and see the human 
soul with the indelible charm of Divinitv upon it. 

The Spiritual Sons and Daughters of Father Paul at the 
major seminary at Catholic University, Washington, D.C., 
and those laboring in mission fields, received the news of 
his death by telephone or cablegram. Houses of his Society 
were established in the South and Southwestern parts of 
the United States among the Whites, Negroes and Mexi- 
cans: in British Columbia among the Tananese. and in 
Northern Alberta among the Ukrainians. Friars and Sisters 
were also in Italy and Treland. All of them felt the same 
poignant sorrow of a common great loss. 

Four hours after the death of Father Paul. radio stations 
in America began broadcasting the news of his passing. 
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One commentator relayed the news to the world in these 
words: “In the foothills of the Catskills at Graymoor, 
Garrison, New York, the Catholic Church in America has 
suffered a great loss. There, in a monastery, died a famous 
Franciscan Friar, Father Paul James Francis. He was an 
international leader in Church affairs. As the Founder of 
the Society of the Atonement his work among the poor 
was known throughout the world.” 

In the ensuing hours, days and weeks messages of con- 
dolence poured into Graymoor. His Excellency Amleto 
Cicognani, Apostolic Delegate to the United States, and 
many Prelates of the American Hierarchy sent warm 
messages of sympathy and pledges of Prayer. But it was 
not until the receipt of letters and cablegrams from Car- 
dinals, Archbishops, Bishops, Priests, Sisters and Brothers 
all over the world—Europe, Asia, Africa and the Islands 
of the Sea—that the Friars of the Atonement realized the 
scope of their beloved Founder’s work in Spreading the 
Kingdom of God upon the earth. 

The Right Reverend Edward Hawks, himself a convert, 
wrote in the Catholic Standard and Times of Philadelphia: 


Father Paul was the subject of controversy in every 
Episcopalian paper and circle. To a few, very few, he 
was a pioneer leading the vanguard of the most advanced 
Anglo-Catholics; for most he was a traitor to his own 
Church, tearing up the very foundations of its structure. 
Already he was editor of The Lamp, a provoking monthly 
which set all the staid Episcopalians by the ears. People 
denounced him without being able to answer him, or 

and this was the most irritating—to ignore him. Seminary 
reading rooms tried to banish the publication from their 
tables, but it always came back. Month by month, in its 
pages, the message was reiterated: the Episcopal Church 
must return in a body to the Pope for history demands it, 
religion demands it, and common sense demands it... . 
Father Paul had already enlisted millions of Christians 
all over the world in a crusade of prayer which he called 
the Church Unity Octave. Dozens of Catholic Bishops 
had authorized the devotion; and Protestants of every 
kind co-operated, although the purpose was obviously 
definite—it was to bring all Christians into unity with 
the See of Peter. And all this had taken place long before 
Father Paul himself had any ideas of making an individual 
submission to the Pope. 


The editor of the Catholic Courier, of the Rochester, 
New York, diocese, wrote: 


With the death of Father Paul James Francis came the 
close of a career most interesting and most unique. So 
devoted to the ideals of the religious life was this man 
that he moved among the people of this generation as an 
almost mediaeval figure. He sought for the light, and he 
found it through God’s grace. He heard the call of divine 
vocation and he answered it. ... The Church Unity Octave, 
observed throughout the Church as a time of special 
prayer and devotion for the reunion of all Christians in 
the true faith, was the inspiration of Father Paul, and 
may be the accomplishment around which will center the 
most lasting memories of his life....While we pray for 
the soul of Father Paul, let us try to match his zeal for the 
Church of God! We were born in the faith, he came to it 
through conversion. May his example inspire us to greater 
love for the Church and more active participation in 
its salutary work for the souls of men. 

His Eminence Eugenio Cardinal Tisserant, Secretary of 
the Sacred Congregation of the Oriental Church, sent a 
most gracious letter to Graymoor from Rome, in which 
he wrote: 


In my own name, and in that of the Sacred Congregation 
of the Oriental Church, I wish to convey to the Friars 
of the Atonement our sincere sympathy in the great loss 
you have suffered in the recent death of your Founder 
and Father General, the Very Reverend Father Paul 
Francis. (Cont. on page 31) 








The Lamp AuGusT 1951 - voLUME 49 - NUMBER 8 








A Nordic Winter Ends 


IN NO OTHER COUNTRY was the Protestant Reformation 
so successful as in Sweden. So complete was the 
Lutheran revolution that Sweden's present population 
of seven million belongs (in name, at least) almost 
exclusively to the Lutheran or State Church, at whose 
head is the king. Protestantism was brought in by 
force. Olavus Petri, a Swedish pupil of Luther, return 
ed to his homeland in 1519 armed with the plan to 
crush the power of the bishops and to confiscate the 
lands of the Church. Priests who held strictly to the 
Faith, as Peter Jakobsson, Knut of Vasteras, and others, 
were accused of treason and executed without any 
further legal process. Draconian laws were instituted 
to put an end forever to “popery.” Conversion to 
Catholicism was punished with loss of all civil rights 
and perpetual banishment. Even up to 1860 natives 
of Sweden were forbidden to become members of the 
Catholic Church under penalty of banishment from the 
country. Later laws modified but did not remove the 
rough-edge sword which had been fashioned in Germany 
to slay the ancient Faith. 

But time’s wheel has turned in the land of the 
Sagas and of St. Bridget. Perhaps the collective mem 
ory of the Swedish people never completely forgot the 
Gospel brought by St. Ansgar in 630 and the days 
when they were brothers to all men in the Faith. At 
any rate, four centuries were to pass before Sigrid 
Undset, convert and Nobel Prize winner, would speak 
tellingly of Scandinavia’s Catholic background and of 
“God’s arms spread out on the cross, grace streaming 
from the five wounds, the drooping Head looking down 
over all creation, watching and waiting.” 

Anti-Catholic prejudices began to fade in Sweden. 
Religious indifference encouraged freedom of religion. 
But the role of the Church in current events was a crucial 
factor. The people of Sweden could not ignore 1) the 
extensive Vatican relief work during and after the war 
2) the Holy Father’s consistent efforts for world peace 
and 3) the heroic stand of the Catholic Church against 
Communist tyranny. 

On January 1, 1952, Sweden will strike out the 
remnants of 16th century anti-Catholic legislation from 
its books. Catholics will no longer have to pay special 
taxes towards the support of the State Church or have 
their names inscribed in Lutheran parish registers. 
Catholic marriages will be recognized as valid by the 
State. Religious orders will be permitted to establish 
houses in the country. To predict a second spring of 
Catholic Faith in Sweden at this time would be too 
optimistic. But we rejoice with the sixteen thousand 
Catholics of Sweden whose burdens have been eased 
and whose future is full of endless promise. 








PROCLAMATION 


Marriges contracted before the repre- 


sentatives of any Church will now have 


legal validity. Religious orders of men 


and women will be permitted to estab- 


lish convents in the country. 











From “Sniffing” To Slavery 


How po TEEN-AGERS become dope-fiends? An addict or 
a peddler offers a boy or girl a “free drag” of a “reefer” 
(a marijuana cigarette). If the youth lacks the will 
power to refuse, chances are another dope-addict is 
started on the road to degradation. Or perhaps he 
begins with “sniffing” heroin capsules. Soon it costs 
ten dollars and upward a day for the youngster to 
satisfy his dope needs. Once the habit is formed, 
withdrawal causes grave physical and mental illness. 

The recent New York State inquiry into narcotics 
traffic and addiction revealed conditions at once shock- 
ing and saddening. It is difficult to gauge the numbers 
affected by the plague, but a reasonable estimate says 
that there are at least 5000 teen-age addicts in New 
York. An Illinois legislative committee claims there are 
25,000 young addicts in Chicago. The stuff can be 
bought in many dance halls, hotels, barber shops, and 
even candy stores. 

One parent reaction is expressed by a letter from 
one of our readers: 

“I’m shocked by the narcotics scandal, yet it is so 
hard to fix the blame. Some good kids with the best 
home training get lured into something like that so in- 
nocently . . . so horrible a thing. My reaction to the 
thing is emotional, and I hope they find a way to throw 
the book at the ghouls who passed the stuff on the kids. 
I recall reading somewhere that in prisons the regular 
convicts, including murderers, will not even associate 
with dope peddlers.” 

The grave dangers of this plague should spur care- 
less parents to be more watchful over the habits and com- 
panionship of their children. Civic groups, too, should 
assist in stamping out the menace, because it is a “behind 
the back” traffic which cannot be halted by the law alone. 
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Anti-Catholic prejudice and persecution 


are nothing new. They go all the way back 


to the early colonial days in America 


BACKGROUND 
FOR BIGOTRY 


ReEcENTLY there has been a consid- 
erable amount of speech-making and 
book-writing about Catholics and the 
Catholic Church. Some of it is innoc- 
uous, some annoying, but a good bit 
of it is downright bigoted. We are 
accused of being intolerant, unscien- 
tific, un-American, and the subjects 
of a foreign totalitarian power. Bishop 
Oxenham speaks that way and Paul 
Blanshard writes that way. 

Of course, we do not enjoy being 
maligned and calumniated but let us 
not become too upset over what vi- 
cious or ignorant people are saying 
about us. Time will pass, the furor 
will die, and the Catholic Church in 
America will grow and prosper just 
as it has grown and prospered here 
from the beginning. 

For the past several hundred years, 
Catholics in America have been the 
target for a vast mass of libelous lit- 
erature, openly challenging the sin- 
cerity of their motives and distorting 
everything they say or do. These 
vicious attacks have been refuted time 
after time but with each succeeding 
generation they spring up again and 
are heralded by the wilfully blind as 
golden words of truth. 

Much profit can be gained in see- 
ing how these attacks began and to 
trace their history. Billington in his 
monumental Protestant Crusade tells 
us that this type of propaganda was 
“sponsored by leaders of the Contin- 
ental Reformation, who recognized 


the lack of appeal of theological argu- 
ments and resorted to the popular 
depiction of the history of the Papacy 
to win converts from among the com- 
mon people. If they could prove that 
the old order had broken down and 
was steeped in corruption and iniquity 
they would have sufficient justifica- 
tion in the popular mind for the 
creation of a new religious system.” 
Before long, Protestant writers on the 
Papacy were racking their minds for 
new words depicting the evils of 
Popery. One history of the Popes 
which Billington calls mild in com- 
parison with other similar histories, 
boldly proclaimed that Popery was 
made up of: “Avarice, ambition, sac- 
rilege, perjury, an absolute contempt 
of everything sacred, the most amaz- 
ing dissoluteness, every species of 
debauchery in excess, a total depravity 
and corruption of doctrine and mor- 
als.” 

This propaganda was immensely 
popular in Protestant circles, espe- 
cially in the American colonies. The 
early English Colonists, bringing their 
prejudices with them from the Old 
Country, and having abundant time 
to dwell on them in their isolated 
frontier cabins, soon built up in their 
imaginations a distorted view of Ca- 
tholicism. By 1700 a Catholic could 
enjoy his full religious and civil rights 
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in no colony save Rhode Island. But, 
as Billington says, “This No-Popery 
legislation had no legitimate basis in 


most colonies, for Catholics were 
virtually nonexistent and only the 
inherited bigotry of the Protestant 


settlers motivated their enactment of 
penal statutes.” 

The start of the French and Spanish 
wars presently gave the bigots some- 
thing concrete to worry about. Fearing 
that the Catholic colonists would side 
with the Catholic French and Spanish, 
they endeavored to keep the fron 
tiers clear of all except loyal Protes- 
tants. Georgia, threatened by Spanish 
Florida, granted no liberty of con- 
science to Catholics, and only Protes- 
tant immigrants were encouraged to 
settle there. The trustees of the 
colony even had an inspector whose 
duty it was to see that no Papists 
entered the territory. 

Although far from the 
Maryland, which was founded by 
Catholics, became alarmed by the 
large number of Catholics within her 
borders. In 1704 the legislature adopt 
ed “An Act To Prevent The Growth 
Of Popery.” This law threatened to 
deport any Papist daring to teach 
school or instruct children. Later de- 
crees also forbade Catholics to join 
militia companies. In 1746 a procla- 
mation declared that any Popish 
priest who attempted to make con- 
verts was guilty of treason and subject 
to the customary penalties. 

In 1774 the flames of prejudice 
were fanned by the proclamation of 
the Quebec Act. By this measure, 
England granted toleration to the 
French Catholics of Quebec and the 
Ohio County. The Colonists were pro- 
foundly horrified at this, regarding it 
as a breach in the solid wall of Ameri- 
can Protestantism. “We may live,” 
thundered one newspaper, “to see 
our churches converted into mass 
houses and our lands plundered for 
the support of the Popish clergy. The 
Inquisition may erect her standard in 
Pennsylvania and the city of Phila- 
delphia may yet experience the car- 
nage of St. Bartholomew’s Day.” No 
doubt many Protestants shivered in 
their boots when their fathers read 
that to them! 

Prejudice continued to flourish in 
the colonies even after the outbreak 
of the Revolution. Catholics serving 
in the militia were carefully watched 
lest they should betray their comrades- 
in-arms, and the presence of Catholic 
soldiers in the British Army led some 
wild imaginations to think that the 
king meant to subjugate the colonies to 
Popery should they be defeated. 

Anti-Catholic prejudice was smoth- 


frontiers, 











ered for a while in 1778 when an 
alliance was made with Catholic 
France. Billington wryly comments: 
“Enemies of Catholicism had an op 
portunity to see French soldiers and 
officers and were forced to concede 
that if these Papists had horns at all, 
they were at least well concealed.” 

But while popular fear of Cathol- 
icism lessened, the constitutions of the 
various States still refused to grant 
equal rights to Catholics. By the end 
of the Revolution seven states, Mass- 
achusetts, New Hampshire, New Jer 
sey, Connecticut, North Carolina, 
South Carolina and Georgia, specified 
Protestant officeholders and _ other 
states inflicted additional liabilities on 
Catholics in their constitutions. Ver- 
mont, for example, required that all 
officeholders take an oath that they 
“professed the Protestant religion”, 
while South Carolina established Pro- 
testantism as the state religion. 

Fortunately the National Constitu- 
tion was free from such narrow-mind- 
edness. Its liberal spirit, preventing 
Congress from making any “law re- 
specting an establishment of religion, 
or prohibiting the free exercise there- 
of” eventually influenced the state 
constitutions. By 1833 most of the 
states had dropped their anti-Catholic 
provisions, though it was not until 
1876 that New Hampshire finally re- 
pealed its clause preventing Catholics 
from holding public office. 

For a while it looked as though the 


forces of anti-Catholicism were dead 
and buried. But they were not to lie 
dormant for long. The waves of im- 
migrants coming to America alarmed 
the Nativists who feared that the 
most cherished American institutions 
were threatened. The large number 
of Catholic immigrants was especially 
alarming, for the Nativists feared that 
in a short time Catholic power would 
be so great that Popery would reign 
supreme throughout the land. 

Soon thousands of anti-Catholic 
books and newspapers were pouring 
from the presses. Realizing that Amer- 
icans were easily attracted by sensa- 
tionalism, authors deliberately focused 
their attention upon the supposedly 
immoral nature of Roman Catholicism. 
Books with lurid titles multiplied and 
were widely circulated. Many of these 
books may have been written by Prot- 
estants genuinely afraid of the Catho- 
lic Church. But many were written 
soley for commercial purposes. Anti- 
Catholicism was popular then, as it is 
today, and writers intended to give 
the people what they wanted. A 
glimpse at some of the titles in the 
panel below will give a fair picture of 
the religious literature of the time: 

One writer in 1835 had the courage 
to complain that “the abuse of the 
Catholics...is a regular trade, and 
the compilation of anti-Catholic books 
...has become a part of the regular 
industry of the country, as much as 


the making of nutmegs, or the con 
struction of clocks.” 

These propaganda books found 
eager readers among the lower classes 
who soon became convinced that con 
vents were actually prisons where 
women were held against their will, 
and that Catholic boarding schools 
were established chiefly to convert 
Protestant girls to Popery. In Charles- 
town, Massachusetts, some misguided 
people became so alarmed that they 
burned down the Ursuline convent 
there on August 11, 1834. Billington 
states that the “Sisters of Mercy in 
Chicago were subjected to repeated 
annoyances, not the least of which 
was being dragged into court by over- 
zealous Protestants who sought to 
secure their release by legal means.” 
In 1855 New England was thrown into 
a panic when a rumor began that 
Irish serving girls had been instructed 
to poison the food of their Protestant 
employers. 

It is surprising to learn that such an 
eminent figure as Samuel B. Morse, 
inventor of the telegraph, was a lead- 
ing anti-Catholic writer. In 1835 he 
charged that immigrants coming into 
the United States were being placed 
in strategic areas by the Jesuits. Thus, 
while America slept, Morse declared, 
the great sanctuary of liberty was 
falling into the hands of the Jesuits 
without a struggle. “They have al- 
ready sent their chains,” he warned, 
“and oh! to our (Cont. on page 22) 


Some Choice Titles of Forgotten Lore 


Frauds of Papal Ecclesiastics 
Papal Conspiracy Exposed 


Awful Disclosures 
of the Hotel Dieu Nunnery 
of Montreal 


Priest’s Prisons For Women 


Popery, The Man of Sin 
Six Months In A Convent 


Jesuit Juggling. 
Forty Popish Frauds Detected 
and Disclosed 


Intrigues of Jesuitism 


The Religion of The Ancient Irish and Britons Not Roman Catholic, 
and the Immortal Saint Patrick Vindicated 
from the Face Charge of Being A Papist 
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RaininG again!” sighed Mrs 
Judd. dropped its bright 
needles as casually select 
confines of Boston as ever it did over 
her small-town home in Iowa. What a 
day to go job-hunting in, especially 
when you had no rubbers or umbrella 
nor the money to buy them with! 

She turned from the window to her 
son, Billy, aged ten. “Now, Son, stop 
playing with Rags and eat your break 
fast. You're going to be late to school. 
We've problems enough without add 
ing tardi—” 

She stiffened suddenly, as did 
Billy. Even Rags, the Airedale, froze. 
For, from the apartment of the crusty 
old bachelor next door again was com 
ing that awful off-key scraping of his 
violin. 

“Good grief, he’s at it again!” 
groaned Billy. Hastily he leaped 
toward Rags, trying to stifle the yelps 
that were already protesting the dis 
cord. “Quit howling!” Bill pleaded, 
then commanded. Neither tone made 
the slightest impression on the dog. 

Paula laughed because she couldn't 
help it. But the laugh was a strained 
one. “Poor doggy, you can’t help ob 
jecting. Mr. Carr may be one of 
Boston’s top lawyers, but he’s surely 
its very worst fiddle player.” 

Suddenly there came the sound 
she expected: a sharp, furious knock 
on the wall dividing the two apart 
ments. “Oh, Rags, quiet!” pleaded 
Paula distractedly. “You'll lose us our 
home if you don’t stop. Remember he 
said when he stamped in here yester- 
day if you disturbed his music once 
more he would take steps. That might 
even mean eviction.” 

But Rags was suffering and he had 
to announce it. As the wall quivered 
from another pound, Paula 
verged on panic. “If we could only 
gag you, Rags. Or better yet, leave 
this place. But I had to pay six month’s 
rent in advance to get it, even. That 
left me almost without a cent and with 
no job yet in prospect—” 

Suddenly the violin discord stopped 
and, with it, thank goodness, Rags’ 
howling. That did not mean, though, 
Paula knew, that the incident was 
over. Almost with her thought of dread 
there came a harsh knock on the 
Judd front door. Paula and Billy ex- 
changed sober looks. Rags, the cause 
of the trouble, now at peace, was 
licking his paws for his daily grooming. 
Drawing a deep, fortifying breath, 
Paula opened the door. 

The two faced each other as they 
had yesterday: the tall, gaunt, craggy- 
browed lawyer, the rather pale, thin 
young widow. But she stood fully as 
straight as he did, for upon her 


young 
Heaven 
over the 


angry 


Law 
18 lor 


lawyers 


shoulders rested the defense 
of her son, his dog, the right of the 
Judds to shelter here. “How do you 
do, Mr. Carr,” she said quietly. 

It was an unfortunate opening. 
“Horribly!” came the growl that had 
frightened many a poor witness on 
the stand. “How could I do any other 
way with that awful cur of 
making my life miserable?” 

Billy, stung at this insult to his pal, 
rushed forward. “Rags ain’t a cur. 
He’s a pure-bred Airedale. We got 
the papers to prove it.” 

Ignoring him, Amos Carr thundered 
at Paula: “Mrs. Judd, I’m warning 
you for the last time. If, for one more 
day, I have to endure that dog’s in- 
fernal racket—” 

“We er—endure your violin play- 
ing,” Paula said. 

“Endure?” Carr's jaw dropped 
slightly. “What a word to use! My 
performance is music.” 

“Oh, yeah?” Billy shrilled. 

“Billy, be quiet!” Paula said, as Carr 
glared at her son. She thought: Oh, 
dear, neither Billy nor lam doing much 
to help our case. She said placatingly, 
“Mr. Carr, I am really sorry that Rags 
has bothered you. Believe me, I have 
tried to condition the dog to your 

..er...music, but I'm afraid I’ve 
slackened a little lately. You see I've 
been hunting a job as secretary with 


slender 


yours 


by KATHLEEN BLAKE 
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A little knowledge can 


make a lot of trouble. 
A little more knowledge 
brings a considerable 


amount of relief 


firm—that’s the 
. and—” 

“I'm not interested in your personal 
affairs,” rasped the lawyer. “All I want 
is to get rid of that loathsome hound. 
I said ld do something about him. 
Now I've decided what it 
How high is that dog?” 

Pride stepped ahead of Billy's re- 
sentment. “He’s big. Twenty inches.” 

“I thought so!” Amos Carr looked 
like a cat who'd eaten six canaries 
with humming bird dessert. “The law 
says that you can’t keep dogs over ten 
inches high within the city limits of 
Boston.” 

Billy stared. Then dawned compre- 
hension and alarm. “Does that mean 
I can’t keep Rags here?” he shrilled. 

Amos Carr grinned hatefully. “It 
certainly does. That’s the law.” 

The boy’s voice broke with sobs. 
“No, you can’t take him! He’s my dog.” 

“The law says I can.” Carr swung 
around toward Paula. “All right, 
Ma’am, you get rid of the brute, o1 
I'll have him picked up.” 

With sick eyes Paula saw him turn 
away and stride toward the elevators. 
She went in and shut her door. How 
could the same city produce someone 
so wonderful as Tom Judd and so 
horrible as Amos Carr, she wondered! 
She looked down at the son so like 
Tom, the had died on 
Okinawa. Billy was on his knees now, 
crying into the (Cont. on page 30) 
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by L. J. HUBER 


THere ane those of us who will say 
that the world is no worse than it was 
fifty years ago. There are those who 
will disagree. There are those who 
will contend that today’s Catholics are 
just as devout as the ones who lived 
when time turned this 
century. There will be some dissenters. 

With this in mind let’s place some 
facts before the jury and let them 
decide. In doing this we know that 
the argument will still go on unabated. 
There will be those who will continue 
to say that times have changed and 
that our 
changed with them. They will assert 
that we still pray with the same deep 
fervor. Could be and perhaps. But we 
think there is a slight edge in favor of 
the old-timers. It seems that the faith 
of our fathers and their fathers was 
just a little more of the type that 
brings Him closer to us. You want to 
know why? Read on. 

Without trying too hard, our mem 
ory goes back to one Father B. He 
was the pastor of an English-German 
parish that had a parochial school in 
which German was a required subject. 
We were going down the street with 
Joe when Father B. came toward us. 
We knew Father through Joe who 
was one of his altar boys. Joe could 
never stop talking about the friendli- 
ness of his favorite priest. We were 
ready to share in some of it. Ready 
with a big hello. Joe spoke first. 

“Gelobt sei Jesus Christus,” he said. 

“Jetst und in der Ewigkeit,” the 
priest answered. 

The sudden and sober exchange of 
words which we did not understand 
must have thrown a across 
one young face. Father B. soon erased 
it with a few kind words and a nickel 
for each of us. That kind of talk even 
the uninitiated understood. With a 
grin and five cents we headed for the 
ice cream store. This happened back 
in the days when you could still get 
a big cone for a nickel. Joe grinned at 
us across the top of his favorite flavor. 

“You don’t know what we said,” he 
hinted. 

“T don't,” we acknowledged. 

“I said: Praised be Jesus Christ.” 

“And he said?” 

“Now and for all eternity.” 

We must confess that, at the time, 
we were not properly impressed by 
the import of this greeting. Maybe it 
was because Joe’s cone was a little 
larger and he had paid the same 
amount for it. 

The incident stuck like a burr on a 
corduroy jacket. In a short while, with 
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Are today’s 

Catholics just as devout 
as those who lived 

at the beginning of the 


Twentieth Century 


Fathers 


Joe’s help, we had mastered the few 
German words and we would go out 
of our way to pass them and the time 
of day with the grand old priest. With 
that went our hope for the ever- 
ready nickel. The doubters can say 
that the monetary reward had some- 
thing to do with our desire for the 
greeting. Not so. For, when we got 
past the nickel stage, the act stayed 
with us. The warm feeling that this 
was more than an ordinary how-do- 
you-do also held until the cold acts of 
a workaday world would erase it. 
There was something different about 
this greeting. Something that had 
been put there by the first members 
of this parish who brought it with 
them from their fatherland. Some- 
thing put there by them and God. 

Then there was Mrs. Malligan who, 
of all people, had no nationality right 
to be living in Father B’s parish. Her 
Irish brogue, and Father's imitation 
of it, was something that should have 
been recorded. By the same sign, but 
on the other side of the linguistic 
stage, the Irish version of the German 
greeting was also worth saving for 
posterity. 

Despite her inability to handle the 
words she always spoke them with 
a deeply devout meaning. She 
knew what she was saying and her 
tone and her manner demonstrated 
it. No one knows why she didn’t trans- 
late it into her Dublin dialect and let 
it go at that. Perhaps it was because 
she was Irish and no German vowel 
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was going to make her take back 
water. 

However, it is not this part of their 
relations with each other that makes 
us put Father B. and Mrs. M. on the 
same train of thought. It was the way 
she gave us a lesson on dignity in the 
presence of the Divine. We, as boys 
in parochial schools, knew that all 
priests with their hands over their 
breast pocket were carrying the Holy 
Eucharist to someone who could not 
go to church for it. 

On these occasions we had been 
taught to stand with bowed head and 
to omit any greeting. This had been 
our practice for several years. Until 
the day we stood near Mrs. Malligan 
when Father B. was approaching. 
His hand indicated that this was a 
time when there would be no ordi- 
nary greeting. 

We mentioned that we stood. Not 
for long. A strong Irish arm, that had 
got that way from hard work, reached 
out for us. We didn’t see it. When we 
did we were on our knees beside her. 
Instinct told us that this was no time 
to be doing anything that she wasn’t 
doing. And she was making the Sign 
of the Cross. Father had gone by us 
and was a full block past when we 
ventured to look at her again. Her 
lips were still moving in prayer. We 
thought it best, for safety’s sake, to 
imitate her. Then she moved and we 
arose with her. 

‘You mean that you never knew 
better?” (Cont. on page 26) 
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by RALPH THOMAS, S.A. 


INDUSTRY WITHOUT CAPITAL 
Would you explain the main charac- 
teristics of the “Communitarian Move- 
ment?” Has it the favor of the Cath- 
olic Church? T.G., Silver Spring, Md. 

This interesting effort to revitalize 
the social order has been tried mainly 
in France, and is described in the 
book All Things Common by 
Claire Huchet Bishop (Harpers $3.) 
In many ways it resembles the Co- 
operative Movement. It consists of 
autonomous communities who com- 
monly own and commonly ecvern a 
particular factory or industry. Shough 
the units are primarily for economic 
purposes, there is a strong emphasis 
on spiritual values. Though many of 
the social principles of the papal en- 
cyclicals would seem to favor the 
movement, it is difficult to say hou 
the movement does or does not en 
courage a thoroughly Christian way 
of life. In other words, an economic 
ideal, though good in itself, could 
be made man’s sole aim to the ex- 
clusion of the more important religious 
and Christian ideal. Whether or not 
this is the case I am not prepared to 
Say. 


A WIDOWER MARRIES .. . The 
nuptial blessing is not given when the 
bride is a widow. Is this also the 
rule when the groom is a widower? 
A Reader, Wilmington, Del. 
No. It may be given (where it is 
customary) when the groom was mar- 
ried before even if it was given on 
the occasion of his first marriage. It 
should also be noted that the nuptial 
blessing may be given only during 
Mass (except in cases where there is 
a special indult to the contrary.) The 
nuptial blessing is forbidden from Ad- 
vent to Christmas and from Ash Wed- 
nesday to Easter except for a reason- 
able cause and with the Bishop’s per- 
mission. 


EASTER DUTY . Is a Catholic 
obliged to receive his Easter Com- 
munion in his own parish church? 
H.G., Easton, Pa. 
No. But there should be some good 
reason for not fulfilling this duty in 
one’s own parish. 
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UNBROKEN FAST ... If a few drops 
of water are accidently swallowed 
while washing the teeth, may one 
receive Holy Communion? Also, if it 
is raining heavily and one swallows 
some rainwater by accident, is the 
fast broken? T.T.S., Watertown, N.Y. 

Although the taking of the least 
food or drink after midnight prohibits 
a person from subsequent reception 
of Holy Communion, the two exam- 
ples you gave would not break the 
fast. A rule in the Missal states that 
if a drop of water is taken inadvert- 
ently, this does not hinder reception 
of Holy Communion. This would 
apply to both washing the mouth or 
swollowing the rainwater. 


DELIBERATE CONSENT... Are all 
immodest thoughts mortal sins? 
W.C., Rome, N.Y. 
No Bad thoughts may enter our 
minds without any fault of our own. 
They are mortal sins if we deliber- 
ately consent to them, if we wilfully 
cause them, or take deliberate pleas- 
ure in them. An honest examination of 
conscience will reveal whether or not 
the thoughts are deliberate. 


TO EXECUTE HIMSELF ... In the 
biography, The Desert Fox, by Des- 
mond Young, Field Marshal Rommel 
is represented as being condemnea 
by Hitler to execute himself by taking 
poisonous drugs. Is this not suicide 
and therefore something forbidden by 
the laws of God? 


R.L., Syracuse, N.Y. 


It is never lawful directly and in- 
tentionally to take one’s own life. This 
is a crime against charity, which 
obliges a human being to love his 
body and soul in a proper way and to 
a proper degree. It also violates jus- 
tice, because by suicide a person 
deprives God of what is really His. 
The State has the right, of course, to 
put to death dangerous criminals 
who have been lawfully condemned; 
it acts here for the common good. 
But (and this is your question) does 
it have the right to order the con- 
demned person to put himself to 
death? In the case of Rommel it seems 
definite that the General would be 
acting wrongly because he was not 
justly condemned. He would be (if 
this is actually the way he died) 
taking the life of an innocent man. On 
the other hand, if a man has been 
duly condemned to death by the 
State, he could act as his own execu- 
tioner if the judge orders it. His life 
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is forfeit to the State and he is not 
violating charity or justice. This was a 
common practice in the Orient and 
in ancient Greece where Socrates 


drank the hemlock. 


MOTHER AND BIRTHPLACE... 
Would you kindly answer these ques 
tions? Was Christ born in a cave or in 
a barn? Was Our Lord a Jew? 
L.E., So. Boston, Mass. 
Christ was born in a small cave 
used by shepherds as a manger. The 
“inns” referred to by St. Luke (2:7) 
were walled but unroofed enclosures 
for travelling caravans, both men and 
beasts. These were crowded and Mary 
and Joseph sought refuge in a small 
stable-cave in the hills. St. Mattheu 
traces Christ's descent from Abraham; 
St. Luke traces His lineage to Adam 
In either case there is no doubt from 
the Gospels but that Christ was a Jew 


EGGS BUT NO BACON... What 
reason do the Seventh-Day Adventists 
have for not eating pork? 
B.N.L., Amarillo, Texas 
They claim that the Levitical code 
for foods (Leviticus, chap. X1) must 
be observed. Strictly speaking, all 
Seventh-Day Adventists are expected 
to be vegetarians. The Mosaic prohibi 
tion to eat certain kinds of food (upon 
which the Adventist prohibition is 
partly based) was enacted to remind 
the Israelite of his particular election 
by God and of his segregation from 
the Gentiles (Lev. 20:24-26). Four- 
footed beasts that chew the cud and 
have divided hoofs (e.g. oxen, sheep) 
were regarded as clean: others not 
having these characteristics were rr 
garded as unclean (e.g. swine). Christ 
denied the distinction that would 
make food a cause of cleanness and 
uncleanness while it disregarded the 
moral value of the act of eating, not 
that which goes into the mouth, but 
what comes out of the mouth (e.g. 
blasphemies, etc.) defile a man (Mat- 
thew 15:11). On this principle Chris- 
tians were freed from a temporary 
and diciplinary law of the Old Testa- 
ment (Acts, 10:11-17). 


COUSINS AND NIECES... Does 
the Church forbid third cousins from 
marrying? May an uncle marry his 
niece if his first wife has died? 
O.T., Williamsport, Pa. 
According to the Canon Law of the 
Church, third cousins do not need a 
dispensation before contracting mar- 
riage. The dispensation for an uncle- 
niece marriage is granted only for 
urgent reasons and must be sought 
from Rome by the Bishop of the 
particular diocese. 











“Come, follow me” 
O-ha-io go-za-imasu, Shutosan!” 

“O-ha-io  go-za-imasu, Shiodosan! 
Where are you going? There is no 
school this morning!” 

“Today is the tirst day of the week 
and I am going to Mass at the Catho- 
lic Mission.” 

“Mass? Catholic Mission? What is 
all this?” 

“I cannoi explain now. I must be 
on my way or I will be late. Why 
don’t you come along with me and see 
for yourself? I’m sure it will interest 
you.” 

“So desu ne! 

Let us go). 

And thus another soul was intro 
duced to Christ by one of His new 
followers, in a land where Christ is 
not too well known. 

The number of the faithful in 
creases rapidly in a new land opened 
to Christ, because of the zeal of the 
new converts. The goodness of Christ 
and the benefits of His Church travel 
from mouth to mouth. Especially in a 


(Surely). Ikimasho! 


land where apathy and disbelief in 
their pagan deities have seized the 
hearts of the people. They are left 
with an emptiness that cries out to be 
filled, just as the empty stomach of a 
man who has not eaten for several 
days cries out for food. And so the 
time being ripe for the preaching of 
the truth, they seize upon it with 
ardor and drink in Christ to the very 
dregs in order to quench their spirit- 
ual thirst. They water with Baptism 
and feed with the Body of Christ the 
natural virtues which have been im- 


by CLEMENT ST. JACQUES, S. A. 


planted in them from youth, and reap 
therefrom a supernatural harvest. 
And as the farmer is careful to gather 
the good grain into his barn, so the 
Lord Jesus rescues these souls from 
a wasted life and gathers them into 
His sheepfold. 

To continue our story, Shuto and 
Shiodo attend Mass together. Shiodo 
explains to his companion the various 
things he sees in the chapel and their 
arrangement. Then he introduces him 
to one of the small Mass prayer book 
lets that are in the pews, so that he 
can follow the priest as well as possi 
ble and be able to get acquainted 
with some of the prayers. Shuto con- 
tinues to ask questions: 

“What is that white thing the 
priest is holding?” 

“That is bread, which he will 
change into the Body of Christ, as a 
sacrifice for sin.” 

“And what is he putting into that 
gold cup?” 

“He is putting wine in it, and he 
will change the wine into the Blood 
of Christ.” 

At each answer, Shuto is filled with 
wonder and something in him pushes 
him on to find out more. When Com- 
munion time comes, he wants to 
follow Shiodo to the altar rail, but 
Shiodo tells him that only those who 
believe and have been baptized can 
receive the Body of Christ. Still more 
wonder, and to see so many going up 
to receive this Body of Christ! Then 
and there he determines to find out 


























what must be believed and how to 
be baptized, so that he can receive 
Christ like Shiodo and the others. 

Next day, Shuto is in front of the 
school with three of his classmates 
and is relating the wonderful things 
he discovered the day before when 
Shiodo brought him to the Catholic 
Mission. 

“And tomorow evening,” he con 
tinues, “I am going to another religious 
service, and afterwards there will be a 
class of instruction on the Catholic 
religion. Why don’t you come along 
with us and find out more about this 
religion for yourselves?” 

The invitation is accepted and the 
next evening four new faces present 
themselves at the mission chapel for 
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament, 
followed by a catechetical instruc 
tion. Since then they have been 
attending Mass and instruction class 
regularly and have even joined the 
choir which Brother is conducting. 

Soon, please God, they will be bap 
tized and receive our Blessed Lord 
in Holy Communion. And the Holy 
Ghost will work in them to interest 
other souls and be instrumental in 
leading them to the sheepfold, where 
they will meet our Divine Lord, 
Jesus Christ, and be admitted by Him. 

It is in this manner that the first 
disciples came to know and follow 
Jesus at the beginning of His public 
ministry. John the Baptist bore wit- 
ness to Him with the words: “Behold 
the Lamb of God, who takes away 
the sins of the world!” Two of his 
disciples heard him and _ followed 














Jesus. Andrew, one of the two, found 
his brother Simon and said to him: 
“We have found the Messias.” And he 
led Simon to Jesus, and Simon also 
followed Jesus. And the day 
Philip was called by Jesus to follow 


after, 


Him. And Philip went and found 
Nathanael, who came and fol- 
lowed Jesus. “Come and see,” Philip 
had said. “Come and see,” said one 
student to the other. And so the word 
passes from one disciple to the other 
and those who hear of the wonderful 
things of God, of the Redemption of 
man from sin, wrought by Jesus Christ, 
increase and abound 

When Nathanael acknowledged 
Jesus as the Son of God, because 
Jesus had seen him under the fig tree, 
Jesus said: “Greater things than these 
shalt thou see.” And also the present- 
day pioneer followers of Christ in the 
pagan land of Japan will see “greater 
things”; for the day will come when 
that land will be inundated with 
Jesus Christ and many will come to 
know and acknowledge that He is the 
Son of God, the Savior of the world, 
the expected of nations. Another 
nation in the tide of time will have 
been brought to the feet of the Master. 


Homi Last week 
we had a very nice visit from one of 
our British Columbia Missionaries, 
Father Leon Kotsko, S.A., of Field, 
B.C. Father's Mission is in the snow 
belt, so you can imagine how he 
spends most of his time during the 
winter—that’s 1ight—shoveling snow. 
He regaled the Friars here at Grav- 
moor with tales of his Mission, and also 
made his Retreat with the Community. 
Like all Missionaries he is anxious to 
return to his post, rested and vivified 
after his vacation. In a few months we 
will feature Father Leon’s Mission in 
the Roundup. Then we will really let 
you know all about what he is doing. 


also 


TO OUR MOUNTAIN: 


AN ANNIVERSARY: Brother Casimir, 
S.A. (of Baltimore, Md.) celebrated 
his second anniversary in Japan several 
weeks ago. He wrote on that day: 
“Well, today I celebrate my second 
anniversary, and as I look back the 
time has certainly passed swiftly. If I 
said I weren't happy I would be fool- 
ing myself. Each day brings its daily 
routine, but also with it many oppor- 
tunities to insert a little happiness into 
the life of someone who has all but 
forgotten how to smile. The language 
is difficult, but it can be gotten. Things 
which seemed almost beyond com- 
prehension a few months ago are now 
taken for granted. If the rest of my 
days here are as happy as the past 
two years, I will have no cause for 


complaint. Everyone here is enjoying 
the best of health. There are no 
gloomy faces, so we take it for granted 
that Japan is agreeing with the Friars 
here.” Brother Casimir, incidentally, 
is the Cook, Housekeeper, Procurator 
and general factotum of the Mission 
In Tsurumi, and it is in great part due 
to his excellent care that there are no 
gloomy faces among the Friars there. 
He sees to it that they are properly 
fed, and among other things is the 
Tailor and Vestment Maker. He is one 
of three of our Brothers in Japan, the 
other two being Brother Donatus, S.A. 
(of Troy, N.Y.), and Brother Kieran, 
S.A. (of The Bronx, N.Y.). Eastern 
potentates may be worth their weight 
in diamonds, but these three Brothers 
are worth at least double their weight. 


AT THIS POINT we are going to deviate 
for a little while from the general 
purpose of the Rounpup (that is, 
keeping you posted on the doin’s of 
our Missions) to ask if you are a 
member of the Society for the Prop- 
agation of the Faith. As you know this 
Society was founded to aid the gen- 
eral work of the Catholic 
Church. It is a Pontifical Society, that 
is, immediately subject to the Holy 
Father himself. Each Diocese in the 
United States, (and all over the world, 
for that matter), has its own Diocesan 
organization. In October of each year 
a membership drive is conducted in 
each parish, and a Mission Collection 
taken up for the general Mission needs 
of the Church. My point in mention- 
ing this here, is to urge all our readers 
to join the Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith and further its aims in 
any way you can. Get in touch with 
your Diocesan Director and ask him 
for literature on the Society and for 
1 membership blank. Your local Cath- 
olic paper (and here’s hoping that 
you do read it) will give you the 
name of the Director and where 
you can get in touch with him. 
Though Religious Orders like our own 
try to do their share for the winning 
of the world for Christ, there is a field 
to be covered which is far greater 
than any one Order can care for by 
itself. The amount of aid given to 
the Missions all over the world is 
incredible, but this is possible only 
when our people support the Society 
and its program. 


Mission 


FaTHER NATHANIEL, S. A., writes from 
St. Anthony’s Church in Hereford, 
Texas: “The new St. Anthony’s 
Church, when completed, will be the 
finest church in the Diocese of Ama- 
rillo. The structure is conventional 
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Spanish-Mission, in buff brick with 
stone trim. The altars and statues and 
the reredos of the High Altar will 
be in wood carving. The Statues, of 
high camphor wood, will be in pastel 
shades. The High Altar will be ac 
centuated by the Crucifix with the 
Blessed Virgin and St. John at the 
foot of the Cross. Everyone associated 
with community 
proud of this new church.” 


our can be very 


INCIDENTALLY: We are still in the old 
clothes business. If you have any good 
used clothing lying around the house 
we will be glad to give you the name 
of some one of our Missionaries who 
will be glad to have them. If you 
prefer, you can send them direct to 
the Mission 

N.Y. 


Procurator, Graymoor 


Garrison, 


He labors with Fr. Raymond 

The Holy Father's June Encyclical on 
the Missions made particular mention 
of Catholic missionaries laboring in 
Latin America. While Father Ray 
mond Gillis, $.A., is not in Latin Amer 
ica, but in Texas, his flock are Mexi- 
cans. And those who assist him with 
prayers and alms, are actually ham 
mering nails and fashioning crosses 
with him as he builds his churches. 
The writer of the following letter is 
such a one: “In this month’s Mission 
Roundup you bewailed the fact that 
you ‘no can get for Father Raymond’ 
Gillis, Hereford, Texas. Just in this 
one case I hope you are many times 
mistaken. I have written to him many 
times, the last time being less than a 
week ago. In all I have sent him forty- 
one dollars. I hope he has received 
much more. You see, being a poor, 
lonely ex-Canadian, his was a special 
appeal. Respectfully, G. J. Henne- 
berry. 


From Fatuer Micuact, S. A., of St. 
Francis de Sales Church comes the 
following: “The school here started 
with 90, but removals, as can happen 
anywhere, has reduced that to a third. 
Of that only a third are Catholics 
There is a nice spirit fostered by these 
Sisters Adorers of the Precious Blood 
and they are a very congenial group. 
At the choir rehearsals Sister at the 
piano just keeps them going in pre- 
paration for the Sunday Mass so that 
the hour goes by fast and no one minds 
it at all. An interesting development 
is the men’s meetings. Their 
interest in being a real assistance to 
the Pastor and their discussion of 
parish matters shows the type of men 
they are. Their willingness would do 
credit to any large parish.” 


here 


















Arrer the beatifica 
tion of Blessed Pius X in Rome on 
June third, the traditional Triduum 
which gives the faithful the oppor- 
tunity to manifest their hornage to the 
new Beatus took place in the vast 
Basilica of Saint Peter's. During this 
period, the body of the blessed Pope 
was exposed for the veneration of the 
faithful above the Confessio of the 
Fisherman Pontiff from Galilee, whose 
example of burning zeal and deep 
humility the Blessed Pius had emu- 
lated in his lifetime, and whose suc 
cessor he was as the Vicar of Christ 
on earth. The sacred remains 
clad in full pontificals 
clearly visible in their magnificent rest- 
ing place, a coffin of bronze with crys- 
tal sides and top. All day long during 
the three days, and well into the 
hours of the night, a constant throng 
of devout Catholics from all walks of 
life—Cardinals prelates, friars, 
monks, and sisters, nobility and lay- 
folk, the wealthy and the poor, young 
and old, filed silently by. Each 
stopped for a minute before the cof- 
tin to offer his homage of prayer to 


were 


and were 


and 


the newly beatified. Floral tributes 
from the faithful lined the resting 


place of His Holiness, and were con- 
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— 
stantly replenished by the generosity 
of the devout. 

The tomb guarded during 
these three days by Papal Gendar- 
mes, the Swiss Guards, and the Noble 
Guard of the Vatican. At the request 
of His Eminence, Nicola Cardinal 
Canali, the Friars of the Atonement 
from the Church of Sant’ Onofrio on 
the Janiculum in Rome, as well as the 
Superior General and Father Ra- 
phael, S.A., who were in the Eternal 
City for the beatification, formed an 
guard of They 
were privileged to touch the casket 
of Blessed Pius with the 
medals, and other articles of devotion 
brought by the faithful for this pur 
pose, and could not resist the pleas of 
those begged that their little 
children, their handkerchiefs, and me- 
mentoes they had from the reign of 
the Beatified also be placed in contact 
for a few with the 
relics of a great and holy Pope, now 
raised to the altars. 

Because of the tremendous devo- 
tion of Romans and pilgrims from afar, 
the Sacred Triduum had to be 
tended until the following Sunday. 
When the body of Blessed Pius X 


was removed to the chapel where it 


was 


ecclesiastical honor. 


rosaries, 


who 


seconds sacred 


ex- 


Unique Privilege for Graymoor Friars 
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call 
§ 


been entombed, it was 


had formerly 


necessary to continue the exposition 
that all might have an opportunity to 
pay their measure of homage. Osser- 
vatore Romano, newspaper of — the 
Vatican, paid glowing tribute to the 
efforts of the for the 
requests of the pilgrims. In the work 
of touching religious articles to the 
tomb, it said, they were “indefatig- 
able”. The newspaper also paid 
special tribute to their concern in lift- 
ing babies to kiss the crystal coffin, in 
response to the pleas of their parents. 
Of special note was the night session, 
when friars remained at the tomb for 
four full hours to keep pace with the 
stream of devotees of the 


Pontiff. T 


Ox rue feast of Pen 
tecost at the Major Atonement Coun- 
cil meeting of the year, it was decided 
to open our own school of Philosophy 
for the Clerics of our Congregation. 
Previously our clerics attended the 
school of Philosophy at the Catholic 
University of America. This marks a 
large advance in the growth of our 
Society. 

Father Luke Fisher, S.A., 
holds a doctorate in Philosophy, has 
been appointed Director of the new 
Philosophical House of Studies and 
also Vicar of the Friary under Father 
James Salvi, S.A., the new Guardian. 
Other members of the faculty include 
Father Aquinas Thomas, S.A. and 
Father Cuthbert Micali, S.A. 

Other appointments and _ reassign- 
ments are as follows; 

Mission Band: Fr. Cletus McGorry, 

S.A., Fr. Canisius Kiniry, S.A., 


friars to care 


steady 
beloved 


who 





Fr. Regis Barber, $.A., F:. Timo 
thy Dran, S.A. 

Fr. Vincent Edge, S.A., Pastor of 
Saint Francis De Sales church 
Lumberton, N. Carolina. 

Fr. Bosco Schmidt, S.A., Assistant 
at Our Lady of the Atonement 
Mission, Kinston, N. Carolina. 

Fr. Brendan Burns, S.A., Chairman 
of Chair of Unity Octave, Wash.., 
Dx. 

Fr. Michael Sugrue, S.A. 
Procurator. 

Fr. Jerome Gallagher, S.A., Assist 
ant Novice Master at Our Lady 
of the Atonement Novitiate 
Valley Falls, Rhode Island. 

Fr. Celestine Leahy, S.A., Assist 
ant Moderator of the Saint Mar- 
garet of Scotland Guild. 


Mission 


Ix rue event of an 
atom bomb attack, the Civil Defense 
Commission of Phillipstown has desig 
nated Graymoor as a temporary Re 
ception Center for the New York City 
evacuees. Fr. Hubert Byrnes, S.A. 
has been appointed as the Director of 
the Graymoor Reception Center. 


“A sicniFICANT and 
moving event took place yesterday 
(Sunday) says the Osservatore Romano 
June 18-19, at the Church of St. Ono 
frio’s on the Janiculum, thechurch of 
the Knights of the Holy Sepulchre of 
Jerusalem. The Franciscan Friars of 
the Atonement—the flourishing Con 
gregation that is working for the return 
of the dissidents to the See of Peter—to 
whom has been assigned the care of 
the same church, saw the first fruits of 
the Priesthood in their Roman Com 
munity; namely, when the Rev. Fr. 
Blase Burniston of Jersey City and the 
Rev. Fr. Jeremiah Kelliher of Kingston, 
N.Y. were ordained by his Excellency, 
the Most Reverend Bishop Diego Veni 
ni, Tit. Archbishop of Adana and Pri 
vate Almoner to the Holy See. 

The grand Master of the Knights of 
the Holy Sepulchre, his Eminence, 
Cardinal Nicola Canali, wished to be 
present at the Holy Ceremony in order 
to confirm his special consideration 
and lively gratitude to the worthy Re- 
ligious who are fullfilling their trust 
with assiduous care. 

Monsignor Terzariol, Chaplain of 
the Roman section of the Knights and 
Papal Master of Ceremonies assisted 
at the ordination along with the Most 
Rev. Fr. Monti, Augustinian; Archbish 
op Venini’s assistants were the Most 
Rev. Fr. Fagotti, episcopal chancellor 
of Assissi and Fr. Ferrara. The two 
newly ordained priests were assisted 
by Fr. Dominic Meese O. P. and Fr. 
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Dunstan Donovan S. A. The servers 
were the Augustinian clerics from the 
International College of St. Monica 
while the “schola cantorum” of the 
Congregation of the Holy Cross ac 
companied the ordination with appro 
priate Hymns. 

\ distinguished gathering of Clerics 
and lay persons, headed by his Emi 
nence, were present, demonstrating 
the high regard in which the Atone 
ment Community is held. Six Knights 
of the Holy Sepulchre with their snow 
white mantles made an honor guard 
for his Eminence. 

Among those present for the ordin 
ation were; the Superior General of 
the Atonement Society, Very Rev. Fr. 
Angelus Delahunt S. A. and the Treas- 
urer General, Very Rev. Fr. Raphael 
Grande S. A. all the Atonement reli 
gious of Roman Community including 
Fr. Salvatore Butler, Secretary of the 
Review Unitas; the parents of Fr. 
Blase and Fr. Jermiah’s father and 
his two sisters, who are members of 
the Sisters of the Atonement. 

The Finnish Ambassador to the 
Holy See. Mr. Steniuus, Msgr. Monti 
cone of the Propaganda Fidei College: 
the Most Rev. Fr. McCormich S. J. 
and Fr. Boyer S.J.; Fr. Alfred Wilson 
C.P. Procurator General of the Passion- 
ists; Fr. Toby of the Trappists; Rep 
resentatives of the General Curias of 
the Dominican Order, of the Friars 
Minor and of the Carmelites and also 
of the Faculty of the Angelicam, where 
the newly ordained attended their fou 
vears of Theology; Members of the 
College of St. Peter the Apostle; Irish 
Franciscans from St. Isidore; students 
of the Propaganda Fidei and of the 
College of St. Jo'n Damascene; Sisters 
of St. Brigid and the Sisters of Charity 
from the “Infant Jesus” Hospital. 

After the Ordination Mass, evervone 
went to the Sacristy to receive the 
blessings of the newly ordained. Later, 
the ordination banquet was held in 





the Foyer of the Torquato Tasso Mus 
eam (attached to the church). His 
Eminence, Cardinal Canali in the pres 
ence of the distinguished guests and 
the members of the Community, con 
ferred the rank of Knight Commander 
on the Superior General, Very Rev 
Fr. Angelus Delahunt, S.A., by virtuc 
of special recognition of the Order 
of the Knights of the Holy Sepulchre 
Fr. Angelus then thanked his Emi 
nence and the Knights for this hono: 
in an English address. 

His Eminence said he was delighted 
to have participated in the Sacred 
Rite of Ordination and greeted the 
newly ordained priests as the first 
fruits of the Community in Rome 
Cardinal Canali, in his talk, dwelt also 
on the noble aims of the Apostolate 
of this young Franciscan Family 
namely that of leading the other sheep 
into the fold of Christ: Then, the Card 
inal thanked the Community for th« 
exemplary manner in which it has 
cared for the Church of Saint Onofrio 
that jewel of holy memories and won 
thy Mother church of the Knights of 
the Holy Sepulchre. His Eminenc« 
acknowledged the fervor of the Friars 
as honor guards to the venerable 1 
mains of Blessed Pope Pius X in St 
Peter's Basilica while the faithful paid 
them homage. The Cardinal ended by 
extending his warm congratulations to 


the newly ordained and to the Com 
munity. 

The two newly ordained celebrated 
their first Masses at the Altar of the 
Tomb of St. Peter in the Vatican 
Grotto. Their conferes and _ relatives 
were in attendance.” t 


Gouup ACTIVITIES: On 
the feast of their patron, the New 
York Province of the St. Margaret of 
Scotland Guild held their annual Com 
munion Breakfast. The Mass was 
said for the Guild members in St. John 
the Baptist’s Church. The Breakfast 
followed in the (Cont. on page 25) 


Fathers Blaze and Jeremiah with Cardinal Canali, Archbishop Venini, 
relatives and friends 
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One of the most beautiful sermons 


of St. Anthony was delivered in 1226 
to the Benedictines of St. Martins 
Abbey in Limoges, France. It deals 


monastic 
Heart 
month 


with the excellence of the 
life whose 


of Jesus, 


terminus is the very 
this 


good 


and so 
we consider it a idea to 
let St. Anthony speak to you himself, 
and we bring you that sermon almost 
in its entirety just as it is preserved 
among his own notes. True, it is ad 
dressed to religious, but see for your 
self if much of it does not inspire us 
all. With a text of the Old Testament, 
the Saint begins: 

“Who will give me like a 
dove, and I will fly and be at rest!” 
Such is the cry of a soul that is weary 


wings 


of this world and longs for the 
solitude and peace of the cloister. It 
is of the Religious life that the Proph 
et Jeremias spoke when he said, 
“Leave the cities, you that dwell in 
Moab, and dwell in the rock; and 
be like the dove that makes her nest 
in the mouth of the hole in the 
highest place.” Leave the cities, that 
is, the sins and vices which dis- 


honour, the tumult which prevents 
the soul from raising herself to God 
and _ often, from thinking of 
Him. Leave the cities, for it is written, 
“IT have seen iniquity 
tion in the city. Day 
evil surround it upon 


even 


and contradic 
and night shall 
its walls, 
in it are weariness and injustice. And 
greed and deception have not de 
parted from its streets.” There 
be found evil against God and man. 
“You that dwell in Moab,” that is, in 
the world which is seated in pride 
as the city of Moab. But to leave the 
world, to live remote from the noise 
of cities, to keep oneself clean from 
their vices, is not enough for the 
religious soul. Hence the Prophet 
adds: “Dwell in the rock!” Now this 
Rock is Jesus Christ. Establish your- 
self in Him; let Him be the constant 
theme of your thoughts, the object 
of your affections. “And be like the 
dove that makes her nest in the 
mouth of the hole of the highest 
place.” If Jesus Christ is the rock, the 
hole of the rock in which the religious 
soul is to seek shelter and take up 
her abode, is the wound in the side 
of Jesus Christ. This is the safe har- 
bour of refuge to which the Divine 
Lord calls the 


and 


is to 


soul in the words of 
the Canticle: “Arise My love, My 
beautiful one and come; Oh My dove 
in the clefts of the rock, in the deep 
hollow of the wall.” The Divine Lover 


speaks of numberless clefts of the 
rock, but He also speaks of the deep 


Anthonys 
Feet 


by BENET 
FITZGERALD, S. A. 


hollow. There indeed in His 
Body numberless and one 
deep wound in His side; this leads 
to His Heart and it is here He calls 
the soul He has chosen. To her He 
His to her He 
wide His sacred side 
Heart, that she 
therein. By retiring 
of the rock the 
pursuit of birds of prey 
same 


were 
wounds 


extends arms, opens 
Divine 
and_ hide 
into the clefts 
is safe from the 
at the 
herself 
a quiet refuge where she may repose 
in peace. So the finds in the 
Heart of Jesus a secure refuge 
the lures and attacks of Satan, 
delightful shelter. But we 
merely rest at the entrance to the 
hole in the rock, we must penetrate 
its depths. At the mouth of the deep 
hollow, at the mouth of the wound 
in His side, we shall indeed find the 
Precious Blood which has redeemed 
us. This Blood pleads for us and 
demands mercy for us. But the re- 
ligious soul must not stay at the 
entrance; when she has heard and 
understood the voice of the Divine 
Blood, she must hasten to the very 
source from which it springs, into the 


and 
may come 
dove 
and 
time she prepares for 
soul 
against 
and a 
must not 


very innermost sanctuary of the 
Heart of Jesus. There she will find 
light, peace and ineffable consola- 
tions. “And be like the dove that 


makes her nest in the deep hollow of 
the rock.” The dove builds her nest 
with little pieces of straw gathered 
here and there. And how are we to 
build up an abode in the Heart of 





tiamples under its feet. They are the 
virtues practiced by your Saviour anc 


of which He Himself has 
humility, gentle 


your Lord, 
set you an example: 
ness, patience and 


poverty, penance, 


self-discipline. The world despises 
them as useless pieces of straw, nevet 
will be for 


to construct 


theless they you the ma 


terial with which yout 
dwelling place 
found hollow of the 
heart of 


The passage of 


forever in the 
Rock, in the 


pro 


Jesus.” 

seven hundred 
years has not dimmed the eloquenc« 
of this inspired invitation of Anthony 


takes his 


foremost 


in voicing it, he 
of the 
disciples of the Heart of Jesus, “the 
Delight of all the Saints.” t 


of Padua; 


place forever as one 


From a lady in North Wilbraham, 
Mass: “My wallet which contained my 
weeks’ pay as well as valuable personal 
papers was found by me on a busy 
street in a nearby city five hours 
after I noted my am certain 
that the simple petition ‘St. Anthony 


help me, something has been lost and 


loss. I 


can't be found, was responsible for 


the wallet being found by me _ un- 


touched.” t 


From Miami, Fla... .“I promised that 


if I could rent an apartment after 
it had been in the hands of a rental 
agent for weeks and no results, that 


I would send an offering if I rented 


Jesus? Oh religious soul, dove be- it for the price wanted. Before the 
loved of Christ, behold those little day was over the apartment was 
pieces of straw which the world — rented by a nice couple.” t 
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Dear Jim, 


I received your letter telling me that you have been “picked” for 
service to your country and that you will be leaving for camp very shortly, 
In it you ask a series of questions, the most important of which was: “What 
will happen to my faith in the service? 

Well, Jim, I've been through it all during the last war, as you know. 

I enlisted as a private and came out a Commissioned Officer, and, knowing 
your eagerness to be a good soldier and your concern about your faith, I'd 
like to pass on a few ideas which might come in handy during your tenure of 
service. Let me begin by relating a little incident which I witnessed just a 
few days ago in Union Square, New York. You know, of course, that the spot 
is known as “Red Square,” because of the weasels of woe, i.e., the Communists, 
who make it a clearing house for their flights of fancy against the United 
States—and all other democratic countries. 

Coincidentally, this incident took place on May Ist—Mary’s Day! 
Hundreds of Reds “paraded for peace” on 8th Avenue and then straggled 
across 12th Street to the Square, brandishing all manner of banners which 
reflected their left-wing ideology. They continually chanted, “No military 
alliance with Franco.” Of course, you know from your study of history that the 
Reds will never forgive the Spanish people for turning back the Soviet 
time-table of conquest in 1936—and they won't forget! Incidentally, you might 
read William Thomas Walsh’s “Facts On Spain” which the Paulist Press 
published some time ago—it contains a wealth of information which will be 
invaluable to you in the service, particularly as a Catholic. 

After the “parade” was over, the Reds milled and maneuvered around 
the Square heralding their hate through loud-speakers. A group of young 
Americans engaged these apostles of hate in discussions and soon the “peace 
parade” had been forgotten and the Reds were peddling their hate in 
individual groups. I was in one of them and heard a Communist hurl a charge 
at a Catholic boy—“You are an agent of a foreign power,” he shouted, “The 
Fascist Pope is your leader. You're not an American!” 

Jim, that Catholic boy was ready. He knew the answer, and, quietly 
and in a dignified manner, he answered: “Yes, the Vicar of Christ is my 
spiritual leader. You are very correct. But the United States is my country.” He 
pointed to the Stars and Stripes fluttering over the Square. “And that’s the 


flag I fight under, if necessary. He waited, then, for silence and then continued. 


“You know, Christ answered you over 1,900 years ago when He said, 
‘Render unto Caesar the things which are Caesar’s and unto God the things 


which are God's.’ Any Catholic worthy of the name does just that. There are 


over 26,000,000 Catholics in America today, but curiously, I don’t find one of 
them being tried for treason or sedition—and I don’t find Catholics refusing 

to take a loyalty oath.” He paused to let those words sink in and then 
resumed. “But I can point to a great many Communists who have sold this 
country down the river to Communism. Get the facts, boy, get the facts.” He 
turned then, and walked away while the Commie stammered for words. I 
guess he hadn't received the “line” from Moscow, Jim. Anyhow, he couldn't 
answer. It was revealing, though, to watch the reaction of that crowd. Almost 
to a man they were silent—mute evidence that ready answers on the part 
of Catholics can easily dispel the lies of the Red Fascists. 

Immediately after that I took a subway up to Saint Patrick's Cathedral. 
It was jammed with people down on their knees reciting Mary’s Rosary for 
peace. I couldn't help seeing the contrast. One group singing the song of hate; 
the other prayerfully petitioning Our Lady for peace. 

It will be like that in the Service, Jim. When you get into uniform, you 
are going to meet just such a contrast, though the evil might not be as violent 
as the Reds make their propaganda. What I’m getting at is the fact that every 
serviceman faces a choice—he must decide between good and evil. And, 
sometimes, the choice itself is a difficult one. Not that right and wrong are not 
easily recognized. They are. But you'll run into other servicemen who wish 
to take the road of least resistance. Don’t think for a minute, Jim, that being a 
good Catholic in the Service is easy. It isn’t, particularly under the stress and 
strain of military life. That’s why I’ve decided to answer just that one question 
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f yours. I'll get around to the others in subsequent letters, but the matter of 


our faith is the most important, so here goes. 

Jim, you'll find the Service a lot like Greenwich Village. There’s a wealth 
if evil in the Village, and, by and large, a portion of the population parades 
that evil for the world to see. At the same time, however, the Village produces 
1 great deal of good. I mentioned in my last letter that A.D.—the new 
literary quarterly—has just taken an office right on Greenwich Avenue. We 
ire trying to influence for good through publishing hard-hitting fiction, poetry 
ut and criticism. In fact, you might act as A.D.’s agent in the Service. Think 
it over and let me know. 

You know, Jim, that the Village is loaded with writers, artists, sculptors 
and other creative people. They are producing good work—work which is 
having its influence for good. And then, of course, there are the Catholic 
Pro Deo” Forum where Villagers can hear out- 


Churches. St. Joseph's has a 
standing lecturers and scholars discuss the world situation or religion or politics. 
ea 


You'll find the Service just like the Village, Jim. Great (Cont. on page 27) 


THAT ALL MAY BE ONE - (he Lamp - 19 








It’s not so much what happens today that makes us unhappy. 


It’s rather the things that happened weeks, months, and years ago 


that we carefully preserve in our minds and will not forget 


The Neglected Art 


It’s opp how an unexpected phrase 
can leap out at you from the imperson- 
al page of a magazine. Most phrases 
are applicable to other people, seldom 
to yourself. But suddenly, there it is 
the word of comfort or wisdom that 
knocks right at the very door of your 
problem! 

“Happiness is the art of forgetting 
the unpleasant events of the past,” 
the italics read. The sentence was 
both a rebuke and a promise. A rebuke, 
because at the moment I was engaged 
in reliving a memorable sad event: 
both a promise and a challenge be 
cause happiness is an art that can 
be acquired. 

I began to look around me with 
new eyes, eyes that belonged to the 
philosophy of the italics. That philoso- 
phy was no part of me. Like many 
others, I had always stoutly claimed 
the memory of an elephant and proud- 
ly announced with a great display of 
nobility (and not a little dramatics!), 
“I can forgive—but never forget!” 

What I saw with those new eyes 
was proof enough that happiness is, 
indeed, the art of putting behind you 
the unpleasant events of the past 

My friends, for the most part, are 
an exceptionally happy group. Yet, 
often I see them unhappy. Are they 
unhappy about something that hap- 
pened today? Almost never! Mary is 
mourning the war years when she and 
her husband were separated by his 
five years in the Army. “I'll never get 
over it,” Mary says, “I was so lost 
without him! I suffered every moment 
of the time he was gone. Five vears- 
five vears lost out of our lives!” Mary 
isn’t forgetting the five years. But she 
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is forgetting that today she and her 
husband and children are together 
and sharing a wonderful home. 

Anthony is another one. Though he 
is blessed with the perfect wife and 
three beautiful children, he can’t for- 
get that his best friend alienated him 
trom the girl to whom he was engaged. 

Helen’s conveisation frequently 
dwells upon an accident that caused 
the death of her first son. Annette 
possesses a sparkling personality—until 
she thumbs through the pages of the 
past and recalls a childish misunder- 
standing with her mother. Phil has 
forgiven his wife the unkind taunts 
about his parents tossed off in a 
moment of anger—but he can’t forget! 

How can we destroy present happi- 
ness with such memories of the past? 
It’s not difficult. Ask any psychiatrist. 
Daily such people are flocking to the 
offices of psychiatrists and psycholo- 
gists with the identical problems. “I 
can’t forget,” they moan, “I just can’t 
forget!” 

The procedure for psychiatrical 
treatment is not unknown to most of 
us. The psychiatrist's couch with the 
reclining patient bubbling away about 
himself has been lampooned by 
innumerable cartoons. Not that there 
is anything the matter with the treat- 
ment! The Catholic Church has long 
recognized the value of getting your 
troubles off your mind. Both the 
confessional and the rectory have 
served well in their war against such 
lingering past unpleasantnesses. But 
as God helps those who help them 


by LYNN ALEXANDER 


ONI 


selves, He also gives us the means of 
avoiding that expensive recline on the 
psychiatrist’s couch! 

No one is alone in his possession of 
memories best forgotten. We all have 
them. I do. You do. Christ Himself 
had such memories. Heaven knows, 
the Saints and Martyrs could outdo the 
best of us! Childhood misunderstand- 
ings with your parents, brothers, and 
sisters; embarrassment and shame 
during the school years; quarrels with 
friends, the loss of someone or some 
thing held dear; business failures 
such memories accumulate through the 
vears. Since no life on earth is constant 
ly, perfectly, uninterruptedly happy, 
there are bound to be such memories! 

In addition to grievances against 
others in those unhappy recollections, 
there are also grievances against your- 
self that caused unhappiness. They are 
the sins or indiscretions that you 
committed against the living, the dead 
and God. “How could I have said such 
a thing to my wife?” the distraught 
husband wonders. “I am sure that she 
could never love me as she did before!” 

Death of course magnifies in ow 
eyes our sins against the deceased. 
Last week while touring a mental insti- 
tution, I encountered such a case. Over 
and over the newly admitted patient 
cried out like a man in hell, “Where 
is your mother? Where is your mother?” 
And then he answered himself, “Your 
mother is dead. Your mother is dead. 
It is my fault!” 

Puzzled, I turned to the psychia 
trist for explanation. “Several years 
ago,” the psychiatrist explained, “This 
man found his wife dying from an 
accident. He had been devoted to her 








and 


cou 
of | 
crac 
tor 

A 
Goc 
offe 
dur 
But 
Just 
ed 1 
inte 
reta 
ofte 

I 
put 
didi 
You 
bar 
sec 
wit 
you 
You 
tha 
call 
abo 
giv 
lust 
por 

N 
this 
tim 
lea’ 
mo 
the 
wel 
sor 
on 
oul 
the 
in | 

\ 
sell 
ret 
Wa 
sist 


acc 
ask 
he 


bel 
att 
pai 
am 
ave 


use 
aln 
wil 
tio! 
ash 
ea 
he 

tol 
me 








ind the children. Afterwards, he 
couldn't forget. He relived the scene 
of her death until, finally, his mind 
cracked. He began to place the blame 
for her death upon his own negligence. 

Against the living, the dead... and 
God. Are there any of us who haven't 
offended God a thousand times over 
during our lifetime? Certainly not. 
But I cannot believe that God, being 
Just and Wise and Merciful, institute- 
ed the Sacrament of Penance with the 
intention that after our contrition, we 
retain and relive the memory of those 
offenses! 

It would be a lot less difficult to 
put unhappiness behind us if we 
didn’t make it so tough on ourselves. 
You don’t cure a physical wound by 
baring it for examination every few 
seconds, dressing and redressing it 
without cause, or constantly reminding 
yourself that you are in deep pain. 
You don't cure an emotional wound 
that way either! By perpetually re- 
calling the incident and brooding 
about the fact that it happened, you 
give that incident added life, added 
luster, and a great deal more im- 
portance than it’s worth. 

Most of us are worse at night in 
this needless recall than at any other 
time. As Longfellow once noted, “The 
leaves ol memory seem to make a 
mourntul rustle in the dark.” For many, 
the change from day to night is a 
welcome beacon to the parade of past 
sorrow. Once comfortably ensconced 
on our pillows, we loosen the rein on 
our thoughts, allowing them to capture 
these dead mi fortunes and pass them 
in review, onc by one. 

We have other notable methods of 
self-torture too. In reverse, the victim 
returns to the scene of the crime. “It 
was at this turn of the road that my 
sister had her dreadful automobile 
accident,” «a woman once told me 

“But why do you come here?” | 
asked, horrified. 

“IT guess she just seems close to me 
here,” was the explanation. 

And yet, the woman and_ her 
beloved sister shared the same room, 
attended school picnics at the same 
park, attended Mass at the church. 
and arm in arm walked the same 
avenue to school... 

There is a young man in town who 
uses this method also. He returns 
almost daily to the home he and his 
wife once shared. After their separa 
tion, she moved to another city. When 
asked why he journeys out of his way 
each day to pass their former home, 
he replies, “It was here that Grace 
told me she never wanted to see 
me again!” 
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That makes you wonder if “People 
Are Funny” is only a radio program. 
Or maybe they are not so funny 
at that...! 

In line with our ability to create 
obstacles in forgetting these unhappy 
encroachments from the past, many of 
us feel that we have to “re-hash” the 
whole event. We discuss and re-discuss 
the issue until we are not here—but 
there.We are not our present selves 
but the person involved in the scene. 
We are not filled with present content- 
ment but past sorrow, remorse, and 
indignation. It is as though for the 
moment in our vivid recounting of 
this past tribulation that we are there 
again, suffering as we suffered before. 

Why do we inflict upon ouurselves 
this unnecessary suffering? Generally, 
you'll spot self-pity as the mainspring 
of such wells of unhappiness. Self-pity 
is the bucket drawing from the well 
time and again the bitterness of its 
contents. 
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If a well is contaminated by bitter- 
ness, why use it at all? 

On our self-made obstacle course 
is also the mental attitude of the 
impossibility of ever “living over” the 
occurrence. These are the people who 
refuse to beleve that you can “live 
it down”, who “carry a grudge”, and 
who find it inconceivable to look ahead 
instead of behind. It is such defeatists 
who, turning from God’s aid, vainly 
seek a balm for their past injury. 
Alcoholics Anonymous can tell you 
plenty about such individuals. 

“I had to forget—even for a short 
time!” your alcoholic insists. Quite 
often, the drug addict relates the 
same story. 

A hangover is an odd sort of salve 
for a wound, isn’t it? If it is release 
from an unhappy memory that a man 
seeks, he would be far more likely 
to find it at the foot of the Cross than 
in a little brown jug! 

Happiness in not (Cont.on page 26) 
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Saint Margaret of Scotland: 
Boston Interbranch., $1,000; 
N.Y., Prov., $2,000; N.J. 
Group., $2,001.80; 

Saint Joseph: 

Mrs. J. Lop., N.Y., $5; 

Little Flower: 

Miss C. B., L.I., N.Y. $3; Miss 
M. E. L., Mass., $18.25; 

Saint Anthony: 

Mr. J. H., N.Y., $2; Mrs. M 
E. L., Calif.,$.25; 

O. L. of Prepetual Help: 

Mrs. M. E. L., Calif., $.25; 
E. K., N.Y., $10; 

O. L. of the Atonement: 

Mrs. F. M., N.Y., $5; Mrs. N. 
Q., N.J., $1; M. M., N.Y.$1 

Infant of Prague; 

MrQs. M. E. L., Calif., $.59; 
Mrs. T. F., Pa., $10; M. V. B., 
N.Y., $1; 

O. L. of the Miraculeous Medal: 

M. V. B., N.Y., $1; 
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Holy Spirit: 
E. D., N. Mex., $1 
Father Baker: 
C. W., Ind., $100; 
Saint Jude: 
Mrs. R. K., L.I., N.Y. $1; Mrs. 
uM. C.. N.Y. $1; B. C., NY... 
$1; Mrs. A. J., Ill, $5; C. R. 
W., Pa., $5; Mrs. C. McG. 
Pa., $2; Mrs. F. S., N.Y., $1 
R. H., Pa., $38; C. S., La., $5; 
Blessed Martin Thru Pilgrimage: 
$6.08; 
Sacred Heart: 
K.S., N.Y., $2; Miss D. H. 
Pa., $1; Miss P. S., N.Y., $5 
Miss C. B., N.Y.. $4 
Holy Family: 
Miss D. H., Pa., $1; 
All Saints: 
Mrs. R. P., Minn., $1; 
Saint Gererd: 
Mrs. J. R., St. P..M., $1 
Saint Lawrence: 
I. C. D., $50. 














EDUCATE a worthy boy 


for the Holy Priesthood ¢ 


COOPERATE 


with a 


struggling Missionary » 


PARTICIPATE 


in God’s holy work we 


You CAN satisfy the charity burning 


in your heart to do all of these things 


Perhaps, in justice to yourself; you feel 


that you cannot do them right 


now 


But by remembering the Graymoor Friars 


in your will you can accomplish all this 


and share in the rewards promised 


by 


Christ. Keep alive the Christian tradition 


of real charity by sharing something with 


Christ. Our Blessed Lord and Saviour 


HERE’S HOW!!! 


Merely insert in your will: 


I bequeath to the Friars of the Atonement, Inc., 
Graymoor, Garrison, N.Y., the sum of ........ 
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Background For Bigotry 
(From page 7) shame be it spoken 
are fastening them upon a sleeping 
victim. Americans, you are marked 
for their prey, not by foreign bayo 
nets, but by weapons surer of effect 
ing the conquest of liberty than all the 
munitions of physical combat in the 
military or naval storehouses of Eur 
ope. Will you not awake to the appre 
hension of the reality and extent of 
your danger? Will vou be longe: 
deceived by the pensioned Jesuits, 
who, having surrounded your press, 
are now using it all over the country 
to stifle the cries of danger, and lull 
vour fears by attributing your alarm 
to a false cause. Up! Up! I beseech 
you. Awake! To your posts! Let the 
tocsin sound from Maine to Louisiana. 
Fly to protect the vulnerable places 
of your Constitution and Laws. 

Children, raised on anti-Catholic 
stories, were taught to fear Popery 
and flee all Jesuitical snares. “To be a 
Catholic”, they were taught, “was to 
be a false, cruel, and bloody wretch.” 
Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna, a novelist 
who made it her personal mission to 
fight Catholicism, produced nine chil! 
dren’s books in four vears. The basic 
plot was usually the same: “a pious 
family, a daughter or son lwed to 
Popery by the insidious machinations 
of a neighboring priest, long Biblical 
arguments between father and _ the 
erring child, and eventually righteous 
ness triumphant with the child, and 
usually the priest as well, saved for 
Protestantism.” Books concerning Jes 
uit intrigues were perennial favorites. 
Some of the titles that once graced 
American homes are: 

The Female Jesuit; In The Family 

Or The Spy 
Stanhope Burleigh: 

The Jesuits In Our Homes 
Carotina And The Sandfedestin: 
Or, A Night 
With The Jesuits At Rome 
Intrigues Of Jesuitism In The 
United States of America 
That, in summary form, is a picture 
of the bigotry rampant in the early 
United States. As one reads of the 
literature of those turbulent years, he 
cannot but compare it with the new 
volume of anti-Catholic literature so 
popular among Protestants today. We 
who are aware of the beauty and 
depth of Catholicism know that these 
false charges spring from greed, ignor- 
ance or fear. Let us pray for the 
misguided souls who write and cir- 
culate such attacks, that some day 
our nation may truly be the land of 
liberty and equal rights for all. tT 
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Cut into the dank stone of a subter 
ranean prison in Rome, an ancient 
Latin inscription reads: “Here, Peter 
was imprisoned as an Enemy of the 
State.” But historians agree that Peter 
was actually imprisoned, as were 
thousands of that time, for preaching 
the doctrine of Jesus Christ. Peter 
went forth from that imprisonment to 
die, a martyr nailed to a cross, alleg 
edly because he was an enemy of 
the State but actually because he 
steadfastly proclaimed the divinity of 
Christ and the truth of His doctrine. 

That was in the first century, Anno 
Domini. 

Today, in the twentieth century, 
men again are imprisoned, are tor- 
tured and die, also allegedly for being 
‘enemies of the State”; but again, act 
ually because they preach the ident- 
ical doctrine preached by Peter in 
that first Age of Martyrdom the 
doctrine laid down by Jesus Christ. 

Almost two thousand years later, in 
this the Second Age of Martvrdom, 
cause, effect, and disguise are the 
same. 

While in the twenty centuries since 
Peter died, a “witness” to the truth, 
the world has greatly changed, it is, 
in fundamental things, strikingly the 
same. As the French paradox has it, 
“plus ca change, plus c’est la méme 
chose” the more it changes, the 
more it’s the same. 

Since Stephen, the first “witness” 
he of the face of an Angel — died, a 
crumpled and bleeding mass from the 
stones which killed him, and_pro- 
claiming with his last breath the Risen 
Christ, the Christian world has cher 
ished the memory of its martyrs. To- 
day, it has found new martyrs to cher 
ish — its own contemporaries. 

Stephen’s fidelity and heroism are 
dramatically matched in our time by 
the fidelity and heroism of such men 
as Cardinal Mindszenty of Hungary, 
Archbishop Stepinac of Yugoslavia, 
and Archbishop Josef Groesz of Hun- 
gary who have suffered something 
perhaps worse than death. The actual 
martyrdoms of such men as Father 
Miguel Pro, a Jesuit of Mexico; Maxi- 
milian Kolbe, a Franciscan of Poland; 
Alfred Delp, a Jesuit of Germany; 
Gerard Donovan, Maryknoll missioner 
of the United States; and Bishop Flor- 
entino Barroso of Spain, along with 
thousands of others in terror-dominat- 
ed lands who have died for upholding 
the principles of Christ, are strikingly 
like those of the first Christian mar- 
tyrs. 

Today, as then, an “enemy of the 
State” in lands where the state 
has attempted to supplant God, 


THIS SECOND AGE 
OF MARTYRS 


has come to mean a defender of Christ. 
Fundamentals do not change. And 
today Christian virtues are held by 
many to be as obnoxious as they were 
held in the first ages of persecution. 
In the fourth century, Saint Agnes, 
the child-martyr, died to preserve her 
virginity. In the twentieth century, 
Marie Goretti died for the same reason. 

Saint Ignatius of Antioch who was 
devoured by lions because he upheld 
the authority of Christian Bishops; 
Saint Lawrence the jester who was 
burned alive because he loved the 
poor; the fortieth Martyr of Sebaste 
who for love of Christ flung himself 
voluntarily into a frozen death; Saint 
Lucian who consecrated the Bread and 
Wine with bound hands as he faced 
martyrdom; Saint Thomas the Apostle, 
who was killed on a high mountain in 
the East because he was a missioner of 
Christ; and Saint Sebastian whose 
body was made a living target for 
archers because he preached the Risen 
Christ in defiance of imperial edict 
all have their modem prototypes. 

Calvary set the stage for the martyrs 
of all time. The greatest martyrdom 
was that of the Cross — — the volun- 
tary martyrdom of the Atonement. 
Since the day He died for love of them, 
men and women of all centuries have 
pursued death for love of Him. Nei- 
ther the noble nor the ignoble changes 
its essence in the passage of time. 
Among the natural forces which play- 
ed a part in the Crucifixion was the 
fact that Caiphas, the high-priest, had 
counselled “that it was expedient that 
one man should die for the people”. 
Expediency, like martyrdom, was the 
same then as it is today. It crucified 
a Saviour in Jerusalem. At Yalta it 
betrayed a nation. 

As for the moderns who by their 
courage have actually courted martyr- 
dom as did the early Christians, our 
Holy Father, Pope Pius XII, stands in 
the foremost rank. When as Archbish- 
op Pacelli in 1919 he was Papal Nun- 
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cio in Munich and the Communists 
invaded his residence, threatening to 
kill him, he was the first to greet them 
knowing that at any moment he might 
be shot down. Something in his calm 
fearless attitude defeated them. Later 
as Pope during the second World 
War, he courted martyrdom constantly 
when the bombs rained upon Rome 
and he turned a deaf ear to all pro 
posals to seek safety elsewhere. Thit 
ty-three of his predecessors in Saint 
Peter's Chair were martyrs. It would 
seem as though he desired to be the 
thirty-fourth. 

In a sense, this Second Age of 
Martyrs is even greater than the First 
For the persecution today is more 
intense and far-flung; its inclusion of 
countries and peoples, more vast; its 
victims numerically far greater 

In 200 years of persecution, from 
Nero to Diocletian, 2,000,000 martyrs 
died. In 30 years of persecution, under 
Communism and allied atheism, more 
than 20,000,000 have died. 

The martyrs of the First Age of 
Martyrdom became the heroes of 
Christian literature. Ours of the Second 
Age of Martyrdom, whose glory so 
nearly parallels theirs, will also be 
come, in the long perspective of his 
tory, heroes of Christian literature. 
And many will undoubtedly come to 
be venerated as saints. For in spite of 
the new yet ever ancient war against 
Christ, the Cross will triumph. Neither 
the gates of hell nor the iron curtain 
shall prevail against it. The dark era 
shall pass. And the blood of the new 
martyrs, as that of the old, shall glorify 
His Kingdom. 

For these are the brothers and sis- 
ters of Peter and Paul — of Stephen 
and Sebastian — of Agnes and Cecilia 
— alike not alone in sanctity, but so 
alike in human characteristics as to be 
truly brothers in flesh and blood; flesh 
tortured, and blood spilled lavishly for 
the love of Jesus Christ. t 
(Note: The foregoing article is a portion of a book 
LETTERS TO MARTYRS, which will be publish 
ed in August by the David McKay Company.) 
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Let’s Look Them Over 


WE LIKE 


vty six convicts by Donald P. Wilson 


rHE FOUNDLING by Cardinal Spellman 


THREE MEN ON THIRD by Smith & Smith 


rue pesert Fox by Desmond Young 


rus is WAR by David Douglas Duncan 


Reviewed by De Sales Standerwick, S.A. 


Beats Parole Chief 

I Guess a man with an LQ. of 33 
could well be called “a happy, 
contented vegetable.” Yet, the aver- 
we criminal is much higher than a 
vegetable, according to Donald P. 
Wilson's tinding in MY SIX CONVICTS 
(Rinehart, $3.50). Sent by the Gov- 
ernment to Leavenworth Prison to do 
research on dope addiction, Mr. Wil- 
son has written up his experience of 
three years behind the bars. His book 
is an accurate commentary on the 
modern criminal and his treatment: 
how he got that way, how he conducts 
his business of murder, car-stealing, 
pick-pocketing, how he views his 
arrest and imprisonment, how he lives 
physically, socially, psychologically, 
and_ religiously, under detention. 

As an office crew to supervise the 
many prisoner tests and tabulation of 
the finding, six convicts were chosen. 
As often happens when the shadings 
on a criminal’s picture are softened, 
these convicts emerge as real men, 
responding carefully to smiles, to in- 
justice, to retribution, to punishment, 
to courtesy, to decency. The sym- 
pathy aroused for them is all the 
stronger, because we think Mr. Wil- 
son implies, through his musings 
on modern life with its neuroses 
and temptations and adverse circum- 
stances, that anyone of us could be 
the young man picked up in Florida 
for vagrancy and ultimately flogged 
to death. 

The incongruities in the book, told 
side by side with the brutal truth, 
make the whole eventful reading. One 
such is prisoners behind bars regulat- 
ing outside interests with the exact- 
ness of an electric clock, like purchas- 
ing and having delivered to his 
garage a new car for Dr. Wilson. 
Read it; it’s good! 

The Writing Cardinal 


Wiri as objective a judgment as pos- 
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sible, we find the harsh critics of 
THE FOUNDLING by Francis Cardinal 
Spellman (Scribner's, $2.75) unjust. 
Read some of the novels the same- 
critics praise and extol; then read the 
hard-hit FoUNDLING. Perhaps it wasn't 
spicy enough to be praised. Admitted 
that the circumstantial crime and 
imprisonment of Chubby’s father, the 
hardship of his mother in caring for 
an insane daughter, and the troubles 
of the family in living, along with one 
or two other scenes, do border on the 
sentimental side. But the plot is a 
good one and the writing of it is good. 
The book may not be immortal (1 
defy the critics to pick me five im 
mortals from modern literature), bui 
it is enjoyable, warm, human, and nice 
Not Only the Dodgers 

THREE MEN ON THIRD by Ira L. Smith 
and H. Allen Smith (Doubleday, 
$2.95). D’ja ever hear of the catcher 
who got so sore at an umpire that he 
actually caught fire? Or of the out 
fielder who got a fly ball mixed up 
with a homing pigeon? Or of the girl 
who took a turn at bat in a regular 
major-league game? The answer-an- 
ecdotes to these and other zany base- 
ball happenings make THREE MEN ON 
rHinp delightful reading. If you're a 
coach, it’s embarrassing to pile three 
men up on third; if you’re interested 
in the human side of baseball, it’s fun. 
Chivalry In Total War 

Can THE chivalry of bygone days exist 
in modern total war? The story of a 
great German general—ROMMEL: THE 
DESERT FOX by Desmond Young (Har- 
per & Brothers, $3.50)—is refreshing 
proof that it can. Rommel was a re- 
lentless fighter who exploited all the 
possibilities of motorized warfare. But 
he fought clean. “It was quickly dis- 
covered by the British that the 
Afrika Korps proposed to fight ac- 
cording to the rules. For this the whole 
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credit was given to Rommel.” He 
burned Hitler's orders to execute 
British raiders; he gave his desert 
prisoners the same rations and medi 
cal care as his own men. And when he 
came to realize Hitler’s madness, he 
risked all (though he aggressively 
pursued a losing struggle) by telling 
the truth. 

Desmond Young, a British officer 
who fought against Rommel, makes 
thorough use of Allied and German 
military testimony in this fascinating 
biography. Though he wholehearted- 
ly detested the flag under which 
Rommel fought, he refused not to 
recognize a brave and_ scrupulous 
opponent. 

Rommel’s .record. of army service 
began in July, 1910, and was constant 
through two wars. Being neither a 
member or admirer of the Prussian 
officer class or of the Nazi Party, his 
phenomenal rise to Field Marshal was 
won solely by personal bravery and 
ability. In the desperate days of the 
final Allied offensive through France 
he kept faith, professionally, with the 
Fuhrer, and with the Army. He rec 
ognized that Allied air and ground 
superiority rendered German victory 
impossible. He urged Hitler to call 
off the slaughter: the reply was al- 
ways an order to counterattack. In 
July of 1944 Rommel was seriously 
wounded when his car was attacked 
by dive-bombers. He was recovering 
at his home when the Gestapo made 
their fateful visit. “They suspect me 
of having taken part in the attempt to 
kill Hitler,” he told his wife. “The 
Fuhrer has given me the choice of 
taking poison or being dragged be 
fore the People’s Court.” Twenty-five 
minutes later the telephone rang to 
inform Frau Rommel that “a terrible 
thing has happened. The Field Mar 
shal has had a hemorrhage, a brain- 
storm, in the car. He is dead.” There 
Was no post-mortem. After a colossal 
Nazi military funeral “all that could 
die of Rommel” was interred (after 
cremation) in the little village ceme- 
tery of Herrlingen—a peaceful spot 
for a great general who had done most 
of his fighting on the front line with 
his men. 


Insects, Typhoons, and Snow 

THERE WILL ALWays be something 
new under the sun — if a man has the 
genius to discover it. And David 
Douglas Duncan, who went to the 
Korean battlefields with toothbrush, 
canteen, insect repellent, extra socks, 
and a Leica camera, has given us 
something new in the recording of 
warfare. His photograph-saga THIs Is 
war (Harper & Brothers, $4.95) 














inakes the reader a comrade-.:1-arms 
of the boys who lay in the sodden nce- 
paddies or who puffed their last cig- 
arette before charging ahead into a 
swirl of gunfire. No one can contem 
plate the more than 100 intmate pho- 
tos without reckoning that war is not a 
game on the vast political chessboard 
but an intensely human drama _ in 
which the thoughts and dreams and 
sufferings of even a single man in 
helmet and with rifle cannot be fath- 
omed. The North Koreans and Chi 
nese were pledged to “drive our men 
into the sea;” then, months later, they 
would cry for a truce. There interven- 
ed the humid days in which General 
Walker's soldiers staggered forward to 
establish their positions and the un 
forgettably cold days of nightmarish 
retreat before the hordes of Chinese 
“volunteers”. David Duncan kept his 


camera clicking during these grim 
months. 

We've Also Read 

JEssAMYN West's first novel, THE 
WITCH DIGGERS (Harcourt, Brace, 


$3.50) will perhaps be the oddest 
grouping of queer characters for 1951. 
The scene lends itself perfectly for 
such an assembly, the County Poor 
House for a small district in southern 


Indiana. Christie, the hero, makes 
love to his cousin, but loves Cate, 
daughter of Link, the Poor House 


superintendent. When Cate marries 
another, Christie returns to his cous- 
in, but by fatalistic circumstances, his 
marriage to her never comes off. 

The odd characters make _ this 
novel: Em, Cate’s young sister, whose 
questions, remarks, and actions are 
startlingly frank; Neddie, who finds 
his salvation in pigs; the paupers them- 
selves who border on the moronic: 
and lastly, the witch diggers, who 
shovel in the earth as fast and as long 
as they can, searching for the lost 
secret of man’s happiness. 

There are snatches of nice writing 

in the book; but the activities of the 
main characters, surrounded by a 
galaxy of oddities, all fated to share 
in the untimely and_false-sounding 
climax, make us hesitate to recom- 
mend this novel. 
HoME Is AN ISLAND by Alfred Lewis 
(Random House, $3.00) is quietly 
simple and uneventful. Jose de Castro 
is born, bred, and grows up on one of 
the tranquil Azores, amidst the peace- 
ful pursuits of the farming people 
there; we leave him as he starts for 
America and bigger things. Catholic 
in tone, the novel is surprisingly 
smooth, coming from a native of the 
Azores. 
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Graymoor Annals 
(From page 16) Grand Ballroom of the 
New Yorker Hotel. 
Seven Guild Groups were represent 
ed among the more than 500 peopl 
The Society of the Atonement wish 
es to thank all the members of the 


Guild’s New York Province for the 
very generous contribution of $2000 
towards the St. Margaret of Scotland 


Burse. 5 


Annt AL Comn 
Breakfasts were held by the othe 
St. Margaret of Scotland Guild Pro 
vinces in Montreal, Philadelphia 
Detroit, Buffalo, Boston and Newark 

His Excellency. Archbishop Cush 
ing addressed the members of the Bos 
ton Province at their Communion 
Breakfast in the Hotel Statler. 

John and Andrew Cogan attended 
the Communion Breakfast of the New 
Jersey Province of the Guild. They 
are twin students at 
our Seminary in Montour Falls. 

The members of the Jersey Province 
donated $2,000 towards the support of 
our young seminarians. The members 
of St. Margaret of Scotland Guild are 
working on their 12th burse. May God 
bless them for their generosity. t 


Arrer ms Pontifical 
mass in our seminary chapel, Most 
Rev. Bishop Kearney of Rocheste1 
addressed the seminarians at the grad 
uation exercises at St. John’s Semin 
ary at Montour Falls, N.Y. Fr. Roger 
S.A., Rector, congratulated the 10 
young men who completed their junior 
college course and awarded diplomas 
to the gratuates of our seminary high 


brothers, and 


school. The former entered our new 
Lady of The Atonement Novitiate at 
Rhode Island in July. 

Those entering the Novitiate are: 
James MeMorrow, Francis Hunt, Ter 
ence McKiernan, Donald Dunn, John 
Mikovits, Thomas Lyons, all from 
New York; Daniel Kolzer from Texas; 
Archie Degaust from Nova Scotia; 
Gene Hart from Connecticut and Al 
bert Ramanauskas from Baltimore. 


Av tHe end of the 
school year in Washington, Frater 
Owen Murphy, S.A. of Brooklyn, N.Y., 
was ordained Subdeacon at the Shrine 
of the Immaculate Conception in 
Washington. Frater Romanus Dunne, 
S.A. and Frater Pacificus Von Essen, 
S.A., both of Woodhaven, Long Island, 


together with Frater Christopher 
Schreider, S.A. of Astoria, received 
tonsure and the four minor orders 


also at Washington. All four are at 
present at our Summer Friary at In- 
dian Lake, about four miles from 
Graymoor. T 


The Neglected Art 

From page 21) as fragile a thing 
as some would have us believe. On 
the other hand, neither is it immune 
to a barrage of unhappy memories. 
By constantly reawakening past sor- 
rows, we are endangering our present 
peace. Our mental and emotional 
hook-up cannot withstand the steady 
onslaught of recurrent sadness, shame, 
embarrassment, and anger without 
apparent damage. Physically through 
such emotional wakes, we suffer 
through nerves, insomnia, and an 
obvious lack of energy. That stands to 
reason. We've sapped our strength 
and vitality by pouring them into an 
emotional conflict that no longer exists. 

Socially, we're not very likeable 
individuals either. We are forever 
seeking a fresh shoulder on which to 
cry. Who hasn’t encountered the taut, 
jittery stranger on the bus or street 
car who felt impelled to “tell it all?” 
Squirming, you found yourself listen- 
ing to an account of how Harry came 
home from work last payday and 
slapped the kids, or how Tom got sore 
that time and swore that he would 
have been better off if he’d married 
the girl down the street. How do you 
like to listen to such nightmarish tales? 

Neither do I. 

Spiritually, by permitting these 
trespassers to bar the door against 
present and future peace of mind, 
we become dry. St. Francis de Sales 
once wrote, “Inquietude is the greatest 
evil that can befall the soul, sin only 
excepted. For as the seditious and 
intestine commotions of any common- 
wealth prevent it from being able to 
resist foreign invasion, so our heart, 
being troubled within itself, loses the 
strength necessary to maintain the 
virtue it has acquired, and the means 
to resist the temptations of the enemy, 
who then uses his utmost efforts to 
fish, as it is said, in troubled waters. 

But what can you expect when 
Faith becomes withered and Hope 
becomes parched? 

“Happiness is an art...” the italics 
read. Yes, so is carpentry, homemak- 
ing, motherhood, painting, speechmak- 
ing, cooking. We weren't born with 
any of these assets! Though some of 
us may more easily acquire these arts 
than others, that fact doesn’t preclude 
the possibility that all of us may search 
and find some talent. 

“... the art of forgetting. ...” What 
was it you wanted to forget? An old 
injury inflicted by a friend? Examine 
the incident, neither repressing nor 
dramatizing its sequence. If it is 
humanly possible as you relive the 
incident this final time, put yourself 
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in the other fellow’s shoes. Christ in 
His last moments on earth was think- 
ing of the other guy, the men who had 
wronged Him. We can ill afford to 
ignore His example. 

Had you been the offender, couldn't 
you find a semblance of reason for 
your wrongdoing? Wasn't there some 
justification, some ameliorating cir 
cumstance? 

If there has been no forgiveness on 
your part, find it. Make certain, 
though, that it is a true forgiveness 
not one granted half-heartedly. 

Dispose of that unwanted habit of 
tecall. You're not the only one who 
has suffered such a rank injustice, 
you know. Others have shared the 
identical sorrow. They survived! And 
a great many of your fellow sufferers 
are now the happiest people in the 
world! They are the ones who can 
honestly say, “I learned a little from 
that unhappiness” or “I am a better 
man because of it!” Or again, with a 
keen sense of humor, they can look 
back and smile a little. 

Substitution of memories is a good 
eraser. When I find myself recalling 
some excruciating moment in my teens, 
I automatically turn the switch with 
the thought, “But there was that 
other time too ” and a pleasant 
memory quickly replaces the unplea- 
sant one. The war years for me, like 
you, were dotted with heartache. But 
the five years both before and after 
that period have been magnificent! 
Why dwell on tears when the time 
for crying is past? 

Perhaps even more admirable is 
the substitution of Christ's moments 
of suffering for your own. For instance, 
there was the time in Junior High 
when a jealous girl circulated some 
slanderous remarks about me. I was 
heartbroken to think that anyone who 
knew me could believe her petty ac- 
cusation. Well .. . they slandered Him 
too. They slandered Him in wholesale 
proportions. How He must have suf- 
fered to know that those whom He had 
befriended could believe the untruths 
which were spoken! 

There was the time when my best 
friend turned her back in my hour of 
need. But how much worse He must 
have felt as He predicted His betrayal! 

If suffer you must, make that 
suffering worthwhile by sharing it with 
Him! 

Much of your battle has been won 
if you can turn these thoughts inside 
out. A concentrated effort to help 
others is a ladder in your own victory. 
If you are continuously busy working 
for the best interests of others who 
need you, there is scant time to dwell 
upon your own past misery. Prayer 
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too is a golden sword working for your 
cause. I remember a 200 mile bus trip 
I made with a stabbing appendix. But 
the chief memory of that trip was the 
uninterrupted flow of “Hail Marys” 
that covered the highway. Mental 
pain can be put aside by fervent pray 

er also. To stem an unwanted tide 
washing in from the past, the Rosary is 
a beautiful dam! 

Let’s face it. The event did happen. 
You can't change it now. You said 
what you said and you did what you 
did. The other fellow said what he 
said and he did what he did. No 
amount of reliving the scene will 
change its sequence, its ingredients, 
or the fact that it stands as it 
happened! 

It’s gone, past, dead. You can relive 
it, but you can’t change it. The next 
best thing then is to travel ahead, 
recognizing that the ruts in the road 
behind you may have strengthened 
your footsteps for the future. 

Time heals a great many wounds— 
if only you give it a chance! And 
working together, time and your own 
efforts can insure a happier you! =F 





Faith of our Fathers(From page 10) 
“Knew what better, Mrs. Malligan?” 
“When the Almighty is carried past 

we don’t just stand and bow our heads. 

We get on our knees and we are 

grateful that we can do it. And don’t 

you ever forget that.” 

We never did forget it. Time has 
done many things to our memory but 
this incident is still embedded. Per- 
haps we should be ashamed to say 
that we don’t kneel physically in this 
day. But no priest ever walks down 
any street with that familiar sign that 
he is carrying the Lord of All without, 
at least, a mental prostration to His 
honor and glory. And a fractional 
turning back of the modern tempo. 
To a day when an old Irish lady put 
us on the right track by beating us 
to our knees. 

These are only two small incidents. 
You are the jury. You, who live in this 
atomic age, must decide. Don’t hedge. 
Was their faith greater than ours? 
Are we carrying on with the same 
religious fervor as those who pre- 
cedeed us? Are we worthy of entering 
the churches that their sweat built 
for us? 

Forget all about the thought that 
we are not wearing our religion on 
our coat lapels. Forget that we are 
moderns and that we might have done 
the same thing had we lived in their 
day. Forget all that and answer truth- 
fully: Who had the greater faith? tT 














Letter to a Draftee 

(From page 19) evil will be there 
in abundance, but great good will be 
there just as well. You'll meet a great 
many Servicemen who are compro- 
mising their beliefs, particularly those 
unfortunate boys who came from luke- 
warm—or broken—homes. They will 
resent you trying to live your faith 
and will use every means to drag you 
down to their level. From past ex- 
perience I can tell you that some of 
them will disgust you. You'll want to 
fly away from them and their influ- 
ence. When the dice are brought 
forth and the filthy language flows 
unchecked and the “pin-ups” are 
plastered on the barracks walls you'll 
understand what I mean. On the other 
hand, a good Catholic can be an 
influence for tremendous good. 

I remember one Serviceman during 
the last war. He was a quiet sort of 
guy, and if you'd watch him you'd 
see him off to Mass and Communion 
every day at five o'clock. When the 
wave of Hayworth “pin-ups” hit the 
barracks he wrote a letter home and 
made arrangements to have some pic- 
tures of Our Lady sent to him. They 
were standard 8x10 pictures in beau- 
tiful colors and you'd have been sur- 
prised if you could have seen how his 
buddies fought for them. Pretty soon 
each Catholic in that boy’s company 
had a picture of the Blessed Virgin 
hanging just over his bed and a great 
many of them adorned the barrack’s 
walls! 

There is no doubt that your faith 
will be put to the test while you are 
in the Service, Jim. Not infrequently 
you will be questioned by those not 
of the Faith, and, on occasion, you will 
meet up will those who hate the 
Church. The Boy Scout motto “Be 
Prepared” is a good one to practice 
here. I'd suggest that you take along 
a few books. One which I think you'll 
be glad to have is “Radio Replies” 
by Fathers Rumble and Carty—two 
Australian converts. It contains a 
wealth of apologetic material and is 
indexed so that you can find what 
you want almost as quickly as a ques- 
tion is asked. 

Unfortunately, Jim, you are going 
to be exposed to “ex-Catholics.” These 
boys will be loud in condemning the 
priest, the Bishops, the Pope and the 
Church itself. Usually, however, a 
bit of discreet questioning will reveal 
their trouble, and almost always you'll 
find that they are not having any diffi- 
culty with the Creed—it’s the Com- 
mandments that bother them. They 
usually wind up by screaming “Non 
Serviam!” (I will not serve.) You'll 
do well to be silent around that type, 
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rationalizing their own sin. The only 
thing that will help them is prayer. 

I once heard someone remark that 
“a well, read Catholic is a man to 
fear in a debate,” and God knows, 
there will be a great many “debates” 
in your Service career. Only a few 
days ago, for instance, I was told that 
comic books are the principal type 
of reading matter for the Serviceman. 
It’s not hard to believe when one 
knows that 25,000,000 of them are 
printed in this country every month! 
Still, with your background, you can 
be what Father Keller, of the Chris- 
tophers, calls a “doer.” Organize a 
“cell” of four or five Catholics and 
get a lending library started. The 
Catholic Chaplain at your station will 
be glad to cooperate with you. In- 
cidentally, he’s a good person to know 
intimately. Offer to serve his Mass 
and, if possible, try to help him or- 
ganize your group. This can be a 
great source of grace as well as being 
fine apologetical work. Remember, 
Jim, some Servicemen will be meet 
ing a Catholic for the first time when 
they meet you. 

With that in mind, I'd advise you 
to prepare yourself for the Service by 
making a retreat. Get away from the 
sad songs of farewell and give some 
time to Almighty God for a few days 
before you leave for camp. Any 
retreat house will make room for you. 
While about it, get yourself a good 
daily Missal, a New Testament, and, 
of course, get yourself a good, strong 
Rosary. 

Once in uniform, Jim, you'll be on 
your own. That doesn’t mean that 
you should play lone wolf. Seek out 
other Catholic boys who are striving 
to keep the Commandments. Strike 
up acquaintances with them. You'll 
be amazed at the response to a group 
of Catholics living the faith as well as 
talking about it. You might even get 
a study club started and invite some 
of your Protestant buddies. | remem- 
ber quite a few of them in England 
during the last war. In fact, not a few 
stations had Holy Name _ Societies 
operating and it was an inspiring sight 
to see hundreds of Catholics turn out 
to Communion on the second Sunday 
of the month. Incidentally, such 
gatherings were the indirect cause of 
a great many conversions. 

You can accomplish a great amount 
of good by seeking out servicemen 
whose talents can be utilized for God’s 
greater glory. At one station I re- 
member it was done in this wise: A 
boy was discovered with a natural 
aptitude for artistic creation with 
paint and brushes, so we turned him 
loose in the Station Chapel and he 
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painted beautiful murals behind the 
liturgically correct altar (also built by 
G.l’s) as well as fashioning the Sta- 
tions of the Cross. Another boy had a 
flair for decoration, so we asked him 
to decorate the Chapel on Holidays— 
Christmas—Easter—The Feast of Pen- 
tecost—and some of his designs for 
our altar took prizes in a contest 
sponsored by the Chaplains. On one 
station a Protestant boy was asked to 
provide the music for Catholic ser- 
vices. A natural musician, he immed- 
iately took command, organized a 
choir, trained them in Gregorian Chant 
and was responsible for the complete 
carrying out of the liturgy of Holy 
Week! Naturally, he was impressed 
by the devotion of the Catholics he 
met. 

The USO Camp Shows will attract 
great throngs of servicemen. Anyone 
enjoys a good laugh, but you'll be 
surprised to find that local talent is 
much more appreciated. Big names 
like Bob Hope, Eddie Cantor and 
Rita Hayworth provided entertain- 
ment, but as far as 1 was concerned 
(and I know many others who will 
agree) the shows whipped together by 
the fellows themselves always drove 
morale sky high. 

After day hours you'll find impurity 
and _ licentiousness rampant among 
some of the men. You'll find some 
Commanding Officers who will insist 
that you “protect” yourself against the 
social diseases by taking medical 
treatment along with you on pass. I 
always thought that carrying such 
things in your pockets is an induce- 
ment to sin. There is only one way to 
protect yourself. Stay in the State of 
Grace. Or, to use the language of the 
Church, avoid the occasion of sin! 

Above all, Jim, stay close to the 
Sacraments. The source of grace is 
tremendous and you'll find a distinct 
satisfaction in being able to face your 
family when you come home and be 
able to say, “Mom, I am the same guy 
that left you. I haven't changed.” 
Except that you will have changed. 
You will come home with a greater 
realization of the Providence of God 
and a more profound respect for His 
Mystical Body—the Church. If you 
want to get the flavor of what I 
mean, get the book “The Weight of 
the Cross,” by Robert Bowen—frankly 
Jim, I think it is the best “war novel” 
yet written. Certainly it is more 
rounded than Norman Mailer’s “The 
Naked and the Dead.” 

This letter is taking on the propor- 
tions of a book, Jim, so I'll close for 
blessings on your service to the great- 
est country in the world. God love 
you. 
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Law was made for Lawyers 

(From page 8) dog’s shaggy coat.“Oh, 
Mom,” he begged, “don’t let him take 
Rags! Don’t!” 

Paula stroked her son's tousled 
head; such faith had Billy in her 
powers, powers she was afraid were 
non-existent! “But Billy,” she faltered, 
“what can I do? You heard him: it’s the 
law.” Bitterness touched her sweet 
voice. “I guess those are the ones the 
laws are made to help: lawyers.” 

Billy jumped up in panic. “You 
mean you aren't even going to try 
to save Rags?” 

Paula's eyes dropped, ashamed. 
She couldn't fail this legacy Tom had 
left her. How could she even think 
she could! “Of course I don’t mean 
that, Son. We'll save him. Some way.” 

She went to the closet, put on her 
old blue felt hat and blue coat, took 
gloves and purse from the buffet 
drawer. “Now, Billy, you get to school 
on time. If you're kept in for tardiness 
that will make you late delivering 
papers. You're the only bread-earner 
just now. There’s food for your lunch 
in the icebox. And pray for that job 
for me, Billy.” 

“TIl pray for Rags, too,” he said 
resolutely. 

“For Rags, too.” Paula gave the 
boy a quick, hard hug. 

Paula walked in that night, tired 
and wet. Billy, helped—or rather, 
hindered—by Rags, was setting the 
table. “No,” he said quickly, before 
she could ask, “I wasn’t late and ves. 
I delivered my papers on time.” 

Paula laughed. Then, as Billy 
stopped grinning and looked question- 
ing, she informed soberly, “No, Billy, 
I didn’t find my job as legal secretary 
or any other kind. Maybe. .. tomor- 
row. But—” she took her soggy hat and 
coat into the bathroom to dry them 
out over the tub and called back, “I 
did go into the Library, and there—” 

The rest of it was lost to Billy; for 
interrupting, came the most unwel- 
come sound in the world:the hideous 
scrape of the violin next door. Fran- 
tically the boy tried to muzzle Rags. 
Rags twisted away and started to 
howl. Almost instantly the violin stop- 
ped sounding and there came a thun- 
derous knock on the Judd’s front door. 

Paula hardly had it open before 
Amos Carr was shouting at her: “So 
you still have that brute here? Madam, 
I warned you. Now I'm going to my 
phone to call the Dog Pound!” 

Paula caught his arm. Furiously, 
the lawyer tried to jerk free; then 
something in her manner made him 
halt and glower down. She said, “I 
wouldn't call the Pound, Mr. Carr.” 
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We commend to the prayers of our 
readers the souls of the faithful 
departed and particularly the de- 
ceased subscribers and their near 
relatives whose deaths have been 
reported to us last month. Thirty 
Masses will be said for them. 


Lena Cardinali, Ida Cardinali, 
Giustiva Callegari, Domenico 
Stagneri, Maria Stagnari, John 
Stagnari, Caterina Stagnari, Ot- 
tavio Monteverdi, Caterina Ri 
bori, Americo Monteverdi, Ma- 
ria Ferrari, John Delvero, Mr. 
F. Gorman, Giovanni Garbarimi, 
Joseph Garbarimi, M._ Pincia- 
rolli, Joseph Gatti, Louisa Del- 
nevo, Louis Delnevo, Adolf Del- 
nevo, Florie Delnevo, John Del- 
nevo, Francisco Delnevo, Gud- 
ita Delnevo, Giovanni Delnevo, 
Caterina Ferari, Giovanni Gatti, 
Louisa Gatti, Maria Ratti, John 
Ratti, Giovanno Ratti, Victor La 
zarotti, Mary Lanzarotti, Angela 
Corvi, Joseph Bertolotti, Anna 
Hanelt. 

John McKenna, Mrs. Jerry Rey- 
nolds, John Houston, Michael 
Kelly, Harrison May, Michael 
Monahan, Edward Blackburn, 
Mrs. Margaret Hutton, Mrs. 
Margaret McCoy, Thomas East- 
burn, Mrs. Wm. Moohan, Mrs. 
Adams, Michael Kelly, Agnes 
Smith, Charles Gaffney, Sr. M. 
Colette McCann, William J. 
Shaughnessy, Sr. M. Gabriella 
of the Blessed Sacrament. 

Anna Hofmann,Josephine Shoot, 
Barbara Kuhn, Very Rev. James 
H. Dolan, Lawrence Murphy, 
Charles A. Seppelt, Elizabeth 
Loftus, John D. Bacher, Mary 
E. Bacher, Elizabeth Schaefer, 
John R. Gannon, Ellen Fennell. 








He stared. “Why not?” 

“Because,” Billy's mother said, “in 
the Public Library today I also con- 
sulted the Massachusetts Code. Re- 
member, I was in a law office, and I 
seemed to recall something ... Well, 
I found it, another old forgotten law. 
Mr. Carr,” she said crisply, “you're 
also a lawbreaker. Don’t you know it’s 
illegal to play the fiddle within the 
city limits of Boston?” 

He gaped. “Illegal to play the 
fiddle here? Bosh!” 

“That’s what the law says. Want 
to look it up?” 

Carr swallowed, changed color, 
said finally, with surprising meekness, 
“Oh, it’s probably there. With a few 
other horse-and-buggy laws!” 

“Hooray!” shouted Billy. “Then I 
keep Rags!” He grabbed the Aire 
dale’s front paws and began to dance 
a jig with him. 

Amos Carr glared at the two. Then, 
unexpectedly, the long, craggy face 
broke up in a grin. The lawyer chuck 
led, then exploded into whole-hearted 
laughter, Paula and Billy joining in, 
until the room was almost rocking. 

“Well, young woman,” said the 
lawyer, finally, recovering, “I guess 
you really put one over on me. I 
suppose now we're going to have to 
work out a compromise: you put up 
with my fiddle-playing and Ill try 
to put up with Rags? Who knows, he 
might even get to enjoy my music!” 

“Stranger things have happened,” 
said Paula demurely. Suddenly she was 
feeling at ease with this man, seeing 
that his harshness might be only blus- 
ter, a crust to conceal loneliness, per- 
haps something even warmly human. 

“Stranger things have happened,” 
he twinkled. He asked, “Did you 
say, yesterday, Mrs. Judd, you wanted 
work in a law office?” 

Hope thrilled in her eyes. “That's 
the sort of position I’ve held.” 

“Well, maybe I have room for you 
in my firm. You be down to my office 
tomorrow at nine and we'll talk it 
over.” He grinned. “I might be taking 
a chance, though; a girl as smart as 
you might, in a few years, be running 
my office and me, too.” 

As the door closed after him, Billy 
exploded, “Well, what do you know!” 

“At least two things I should have 
been sure of before, Son,” said Paula 
very thoughtfully. “One is that the 
law is made for everybody. And the 
other is that down inside every person 
is something good and fine and gen- 
erous. Sometimes you find it in odd 
and unexpected ways. But the good 
is there and we must just keep on 
looking for it.” T 
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Fr. Paul of Graymoor = (Cont. from page 4) 

The fame of the Society founded by him and its 
accomplishments in the sphere of Christian charity has 
reached far beyond the limits of your own country. A 
feature of his work that I would single out for special 
praise is the providential and pious practice which owes its 
initiative to his zealous influence, namely, the Church 
Unity Octave of Prayer. Through the efforts of Father 
Paul it has spread throughout the world and has accom- 
plished an immense good in awakening our Catholic 
people to a mission consciousness and to the need of 
interesting themselves in the conversion of those without 
the fold. 

It is a source of satisfaction to me that in this very 
year, the last here on earth of this worthy religious, 1 
was able to give an impetus to the spread of this pious 
practice in a circular letter to their Excellencies, the 
Bishops subject to this Sacred Congregation, in which 
the period of the Octave was suggested as a time of 
special observance of missionary endeavor and prayer. 
The fruit of the initiative of your lamented Father General 
will surely plead in intercession for him before the Throne 
of Divine Grace. 

While my prayers and those of my associates are being 
offered in suffrage for this chosen soul, blessed with a 
lifetime of meritorious labor in the service of the Lord, 
it does not seem unfitting to entertain the pious hope 
that, from Paradise, Father Paul will continue even more 
efficaciously to further that Unity for which he strove so 
indefatigably during his mortal life. 

Extending to you once again my heartfelt sorrow at 
your loss, and with prayer that your Founder’s high ideals 
of spirituality and charity may be maintained and carried 
forward to still loftier heights of accomplishment. 

In the same mail which brought this gracious lette1 
from Cardinal Tisserant in Rome, came another from a 
member of his Hierarchy, under his jurisdiction, His Ex 
cellency, Bishop Calavassy of Greece, a friend of Father 
Paul for many years. From Athens, Greece, Bishop Cala- 
vassy wrote: 

It is only today that I come to learn, reading the 
Osservatore Romano, the sad news of the death of our 
beloved Father Paul Francis. 

This news was a heartfelt blow to me, as if I had lost 
my own Father. Was he not a good father and a sincere 
friend, the most sincere friend to me since the time I had 
the good fortune to meet him at Graymoor in 1917? 
He became since, not only my personal friend, but the 
best friend and benefactor of the Greek missions. Many 
of our organized works in Turkey and Greece are due 
to him; to his charity and to his zeal for the Cause of 
Reunion, to which our work, like yours, is devoted. 

My seminary, my orphanage, my Sisters owe to him, to 
a great extent, their material existence and their estab- 
lishment in Greece. For many years my clergy was prac- 
tically supported by him, through Mass stipends he used 
to send me when he could afford them. He personally 
witnessed the result of his charity and his zeal when 
he gave us the pleasure of a stay with us in Athens 
in 1925. 

You understand why all our communities here are 
today mourning his death. 

I ordered all my priests to apply, as soon as vossible, 
four Masses each of them for his soul, and all Sisters, 
Seminarians end orphans are praying for him. 

I myself just said Mass for him, and 1 will continue 
to prove my gratitude to him in the same way in the 
next few days, although I am convinced that he does not 
need our prayers for himself, being already in possession of 
his deserved eternal joy in heaven. 

I shell never forget the impression I had in visitina 
him for the first time at Graymoor. I was since then 
convinced that he was a man of God, a saintly Priest. 
a perfect Religious, full of the spirit of Our Good Lord 
Jesus Christ. By his poverty, his humility, his meekness 


and charity, his supernatural spirit and his extraordinary 
faith, he was giving the impression of a real saint. It was 
enough to visit his private cell in order to realize the 
degree of his mortification. 

You know all this better than I do, but it must be 
consoling to you, | think, to know that your beloved 
Father, now in heaven, has his admirers far away in the 
missions and all over the world, because 1 am sure that 
all those who, like me, had the good fortune to make 
his acquaintance, had the same impression 

Let me now add that the death of our good Father 
Paul not only does not break the bonds which united us 
with Graymoor, but on the contrary it will strengthen 
them forever, since our gratitude to Graymoor will be 
eternal and since you all, | am sure, will never cease to 
honor his memory by your friendship and kindness to 
his old friends. 1 am sure that he now, from heaven, is 
observing with happiness our efforts toward the common 
cause to which he consecrated his life, and will bestou 
upon all of us the blessings of God for the full realization 
of that Cause “Ut Omnes Unum Sint” (“That they all 
may be one.” ) 


In a more intimate sense the most consoling message 
which came to Graymoor was conveyed in a letter from 
His Eminence, Nicola Cardinal Canali, Grand Penitentiary 
of the Holy Roman Church, to whom this biography is 
lovingly dedicated: 


I cannot tell you, my dear Fathers and Brothers, hou 
grieved I was to hear of the death of your beloved 
Father General, and my own personal and much esteemed 
friend. Not knowing that he was suffering in any way, 
and having heard from him recently, the news of his 
passing away was a great shock, as it must have been for 
all the members of your Holy Society. I informed His 
Holiness immediately, and he has graciously commissioned 
me to express his most heartfelt sympathy to all the 
Friars and Sisters. At the same time His Holiness imparts 
to each and every member of the Society his special 
Apostolic Benediction, assuring you that your beloved 
Father and Founder will be remembered in his prayers 

I am sure I need not remind you that dear Father 
Paul Francis has gained the esteem and sympathy of 
all who came in contact with him in Rome, and that, 
I think, was his well deserved experience everywhere 
He was called to do a great work and he responded 
generously, so that we have reason to hope that this 
“good and faithful servant” is enjoying, or will speedily 
enjoy, a very great reward. His work has flourished mar- 
velously, and now he and Mother Lurana, of holy memory, 
will continue to watch over their Society and procure for 
it still greater blessings than those already bestowed. I 
know the Friars and Sisters will make every effort to 
preserve the spirit of their holy Founder and Foundress, 
and that they may persevere and succeed in doing so 
will be my fervent prayer, and especially when praying 
at the tomb of the saintly Cardinal Merry del Val, who 
took such keen and practical interest in what he called 
the birth of your Society. 

I commend myself to your prayers and send my special 
blessing to all the members of the Society, both Friars 
and Sisters. 

With these messages of condolence from the highest 
dignitaries of the Catholic Church came others from sin- 
cere Protestants throughout the world, with whom Father 
Paul had kept in contact as he labored for the reunion 
of Christendom. Among these was a gracious message 
from an Anglican group in England whose aim is promoting 
Catholic Unity. The message read: 

This Committee, representative of the Society for Pro- 
moting Catholic Unity, the Catholic League, the Priests’ 
Sodality of the Most Precious Blood, the Confraternity 
of Unity and the Catholic Propaganda Society, offers to 
the Acting Prior and the Society of the Atonement its 
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deep sympathy in their bereavement of their beloved 
Founder, Father Paul James Francis: and records its 
own sense of loss and its appreciation of his inspiring work 


| for the cause of Christian Unity, and its happiness in 


the privilege of sharing with him in furthering the Divine 


| purpose 


(signed) Rev. W. Robert Corbould, President 
Rev. G.S. Dunbar, Honorary Secretary 


With these letters from great and famous persons came 
thousands of letters from the little people of the earth 
whom Father Paul loved and served. 

Ever conscious as he was of the dignity of human 
personality and the sacredness of all human life, no person 
was unimportant in his eyes. The charm and nobility of 
his character made the most timid feel at ease in his 
presence. To him all men were the children of God, 
redeemed by the Atonement of Jesus Christ, and this 
attitude toward all men constituted the greatness of his 
life. 

As we look back over the years, those of us who lived 
with him must admit that we never fully realized how 
truly great he was. The amazing part of his phenomenal 
achievements in the fields of Christian Unity and Charity 
is that they were accomplished solely by Father Paul. 
For years his only companion was a lay Brother, Brother 
Paul Jacob, a convert from Judaism who entered the 
Catholic Church with Father Paul and was then known 
as Brother Anthony. But even then the religious life was 
lived in the lonely Graymoor monastery as perfectly as 
if there were one hundred Friars present. The Chapel 
bell was rung for morning meditation, the Communion 
Service, the Angelus and the night prayers. Before he 
entered the Fold of Peter, Father Paul rose at 2 a.m. 
to recite Matins. Thirteen long years passed before he had 
the joy of seeing his first Friar Priest ordained. This first 
priest, Father Francis, $.A., was instrumental in causing the 
greatest sorrow in Father Paul’s life. The details of this 
affair are told in a later chapter. In the intervening years 
he bore the heat and burden of the day alone. He 
edited The Lamp magazine, built Graymoor’s many build- 
ings, took care of the spiritual needs of the Sisters of the 
Atonement and before his conversion, preached Christian 
Unity on street corners, the steps of New York's City Hall. 
and from every Episcopalian pulpit to which he could 
gain access. 

His early life at Graymoor was practically a closed 
book to those who were admitted to the Society after 
St. John’s minor seminary was built in 1913. Nor was 
there time to explore it, for a seminarian’s day is spent 
in prayer, study and work. As Friars were ordained im- 
portant work awaited them. Thev staffed the maior and 
minor seminaries, the Novitiate, St. Christopher’s Inn, the 
press, and the administration building into which thou- 
sands of letters poured each day from all parts of the 
glohe. When the author of this book joined the Society 
of the Atonement in 1931 there were only nine Friar 
Priests including Father Paul. Two of them were in the 
mission fields of Texas. Is it any wonder that for vears we 
were unaware of the greatness of our gentle Father! The 
greatness that was Father Paul and all his achievements 
were hidden in his deep humility. It was only when the 
restlessness of his noble soul was quieted in death, and 
the tremendous work he did fell upon the shoulders of 
others. that the vastness of that work was revealed. 

For the past ten years there have been numerous 
requests for the written account of Father Paul’s life. 
Hardlv a week passed without the receint of letters ask- 
ing: “Has the life of Father Paul been nublished?”—“When 
will the life of Father Paul be published?” or. “Why 
hasn't the life of Father Paul been published?” The 
primary reason why it has not been written before this 
time is that, even with one hundred Friar Priests and 
fifty Friar Brothers, the Society of the Atonement still 
remains understaffed as it struggles to carry on the work 
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of Father Paul. The writing of Father Paul’s biography 
was begun as an avocation by more than one Friar since 
his death. But it was soon realized that compiling the 
salient facts of his life and work from bulging archives 
and from his prolific correspondence of fifty years was 
a stupendous task in itself. 

On Monday, May 15, 1950, the author entered his cell 
after Vespers and found on his desk a letter from the 
Father General's office. It was the shortest communication 
he had ever received, and yet it was the most important 
one. It read: 


Dear Father David: 
I assign you to the duty of writing the life of our 
Father Founder. Devotedly yours in Jesus and Mary 
of the Atonement, ANGELUuS DELAHUNT, S. A. 


To the author's knowledge no Friar of the Atonement 
had ever received so important an assignment in so few 
words. His first reaction was to go to the Father General 
and plead incompetence. Then he remembered how 
Father Paul so often in his instruction stressed obedience. 
“Man,” he said, “is never greater than when he stoops 
to obey; the Catholic Church is admired, even by those 
who hate her, because of the obedience of her members 
to constituted authority.” For him the die was cast: the 
author began his work with fear and trepidation. Each 
day as he passed Father Paul’s tomb, in St. Anthony’s 
Shrine, on his way to offer the Holy Sacrifice, he pleaded 
for Father Paul’s prayers before the throne of Infinite 
Wisdom, that he might present the Founder of Graymoor 
to the world as he really was with his human failing so 
greatly outweighed by wonderful deeds: that in his excess 
of love he might not wander into the fields of hyrerbole 

May this account of the life of a great lover of God 
intensify the reader's love for the Atoning Christ. May it 
strengthen your faith in His Promises; may it help you to 
love your neighbor more, animated as he is by the very 
Breath of God; and may it inspire you to pray and work 
ardently for the realization of Our Lord’s prayer on the 
night of His betraval, which was the object of Father 
Paul’s whole life: “That they all may be one, as Thou 
Father, in Me, and I in Thee; that they also may be 
one in Us.” (Continued in September Lamp) 
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Whether you want a crucifix for your own room, or sickcall set 
with everything necessary for the arrival ot the priest in time of 
emergency, or a holy water font for your front door, we 

have it at Graymoor. In addition we carry a full stock 

of rosaries, medals, religious pictures, and statues. The prices are 
reasonable enough to fit everyone's pocketbook; the construction 
sturdy to stand wear. Pictured above are just a few of our items. 


For these and any other religious articles please write in. 


GRAYMOOR GIFT SHOP Graymoor, Garrison, New York 








FOR YOURSELF 
FOR YOUR HOME 
| FOR YOUR FRIENDS 
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3T—Beautiful gift boxed rosaries (colors red and bive), im- 
ported beads on sterling chain, crucifix and medallion 4.00 
1V—New pocket holy water container. Highly finished .75 
a gaa silver hand painted St. Antheny medel en 
e~Hesing silver hand painted Blessed Mother medal on 
1D—Hand painted Miraculous Medal, sterling silver on. ie" 
chain, gift boxed 
2D—Oval hand eon Miraculous Medal, sterling siver 
on 18” chain, gift 
peg ae wen eden a painted cross. Sterling sliver 
in 18” chain, gift boxed 
18-For the service men, New seven way sterling — 
omnes o finished medal on 24" chain ford. oir and oe 


Meda! Christopher, 
Sebastian, St. Michael the Archangel, s “Joseph, Sor Loay 
of Good Counsei 
2B—Sterling silver men’s identification bracelets wth ine 
sert St. Christopher medal and space for engraving......6.00 
1X—Head of Christ and Our Lady luminous wall plaques 
shine in the dark, per pair. 16 





























You waited for it 
new an entrancing biography of 
entirely Graymoor’s Founder 


New 


His Eminence, Francis Cardinal 
Spellman, in the Foreword, states: 
“...Father Paul, in this our day, 
was a reflection of the Poor Man 
of Assisi—Saint Francis, the Saint 
of Unity. It is my prayer that all 
who read Father Gannon's biogra- 
phy of Father Paul of Graymoor 
may learn the lesson of its mes- 
sage, without which no man nor 
nation can long endure —the les- 
son of faith and unity and peace! 
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GRAYMOOR PRESS, 110 Ringgold St., Peekskill, N.y. | From an abandoned chapel in the wilder- 
ness to the majestic glory of Graymoor. 
Filled with disillusionments, disappoint- 
ments, heartaches and betrayals. Finally, 
triumphant note — the realization of an 
ideal. That's the story of Father Paul. 
SEND FOR YOUR COPY TODAY 


Please send copies of “Father Paul of 
Graymoor” at $4.00 per copy. 
()Check ()Money Order ( )Postal Note 





Please print name 











